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PREFACE. 


THIS  collection  lias  been  prepared  mainly  for  use  in  scliools.  Believing 
that  in  the  preparation  of  school  song  books  too  little  attention  has  been 
paid  to  the  character  of  the  words  sung,  we  have  made  our  selections  for 
the  most  part  from  the  writings  of  American  poets  of  high  standing. 
With  these  before  us,  we  have  sought  for  music  of  an  equally  high  order 
with  which  to  wed  the  words,  and  where  we  have  introduced  old  and 
familiar  songs,  we  have  edited  the  music  with  care.  In  nearly  all  the  part 
songs,  the  melody  can  be  sung  alone  with  good  effect.  We  desire  to 
acknowledge  our  special  inctfibfedhess  to  Professo*-  C.  E.  R.  Mueller  for 
valuable  aid  rendered  in  the  work  of  musical  revision. 

The  several  indexes  with  whica  the  booV  's  provided  record  the  contents, 
and  show  the  origin  of  the  words,  a  ad  the  rauolc.  By  means  of  the  Top- 
ical Index,  the  teacher  may  readily  discover  the  adaptability  of  the  book  to 
those  special  occasions,  like  national  holidays  and  birthday  celebrations, 
which  form  an  important  element  in  school  life. 

We  submit  the  result  of  our  work  to  teachers  and  superintendents,  with 
the  hope  that  it  may  strengthen  in  our  schools  that  spirit  of  loyalty  to 
American  ideals  already  nobly  expressed  in  American  poetry. 

W.  M.  LAWRENCE, 
O.  BLACKMAN. 
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MY  COUNTRY,  'T  is  OF  THEE 

First  sung  at  a  Sunday-School 
celebration  in  the  Park  Street 
Church,  Boston,  July  4,  1832. 

THE  FLOWER  OF  LIBERTY 


Author  of  Words. 

Samuel  Francis  Smith    , 
1808-1895. 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
1809-1894. 


TRUE  FREEDOM James  Russell  Lowell 

From  Stanzas  on  Freedom.  1819-1891. 

OUR  COUNTRY'S  CALL   .    .    .  William  Cullen  Bryant 
This  poem  aroused  great  enthu-  1794—1878. 

siasm  during  the  dark  days  of 
the  Civil  War. 


SAIL  ON,  0  SHIP  OF  STATE  !  . 
From  The  Building  of  the  Ship. 

THE  POOR  VOTER  ON  ELEC- 
TION DAY 

CONCORD  HYMN 

Sung  at  the  completion  of  the 
Battle  Monument,  April  19, 
1836. 

THE  FALCON 


OLD  IRONSIDES 

Written  when  it  was  proposed  to 
break  up  the  U.  S.  Frigate  Con- 
stitution, called  Old  Ironsides, 
as  unfit  for  service.  This  ap- 
peal was  greatly  instrumental 
in  saving  the  ship,  which  is  still 
in  existence. 

HAIL,  COLUMBIA  !      .... 

Written  in  1798  when  a  war  with 
France  was  thought  to  be  in- 
evitable. 


THE  STAB -SPANGLED  BAN- 
NER 

Written  during  the  bombardment 
of  Fort  McHenry  by  the  Brit- 
ish in  1814,  under  the  title  The 
Defence  of  Fort  McHenry.  It 
was  set  to  a  popular  song, 
Adams  and  Liberty. 

THE  RED,  WHITE,  AND  BLUE 
(Columbia,  the  Gem  of  the 
Ocean.) 

The  editors  have  taken  several 
liberties  with  this  song,  the 
chief  of  these  being  the  use  of 
the  more  appropriate  title,  The 
Red,  White,  and  Blue,  and  the 
insertion  in  the  third  stanza  of 
the  name  with  which  our  vet- 
eran soldiers  fondly  greet  the 
national  banner,  Old  Glory.  In 
singing  the  last  stanza  the  Sa- 
lute to  the  Flag  can  be  given 
with  good  effect. 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow , 

1807-1882. 
John  Greenleaf  Whittier     .     . 

1807-1892. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  .     .     . 
1803-1882. 


James  Russell  Lowell     . 

1819-1891. 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes . 

1809-1894. 


Composer,  or  Source,  of  Music. 

Unknown 1 

Air :  God  Save  the  King, 
the  English  national  an- 
them. 

Carl  Wilhelm      ...      .      2,  3 

1815-1875. 

Air :  Die  Wacht  am  Rhein. 
Friedrich  Silcher     ...  4 

1789-1860. 

Unknown 5 

Air:  DerTannenbaum.  The 
well-known  songs,  Lauri- 
ger  Horatius  and  Mary- 
land, my  Maryland,  are 
sung  to  this  same  air. 

German  air 6,  7 

German  air     .     .     .     ,     .      7,  8 


Ludwig  van  Beethoven 

1770-1827. 


Friedrich  Silcher     . 

1789-1860. 
Unknown   .... 

Air :  Andreas  Hofer. 


9 

10 
11 


Joseph  Hopkinson 
1770-1842. 


Francis  Scott  Key , 
1779-1843. 


Phyla 

The  music  of  this  song, 
called  The  President's 
March,  written  by  a  Phila- 
delphia musician,  Profes- 
sor Phyla,  was  first  played 
when  Washington  came  to 
New  York  in  1789  to  be 
inaugurated. 

Samuel  Arnold  .     .     .     . 

1740-1802. 

Air  :  Anacreon  in  Heaven, 
an  old  English  hunting- 
song. 


12,13 


14,15 


David  T.  Shaw 


David  T.Shaw   .    .    .    . 
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A  BALLAD  OF  THE  BOSTON 
TEA  PABTY 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
1809-1894. 


A  SONG  OF  THE  FLAG    .    .    . 

ODE  FOB  WASHINGTON'S 
BIRTHDAY 

Written  for  the  celebration  of  the 
Mercantile  Library  Associa- 
tion, in  Boston,  February  22, 
1856. 

THE  SWORD  OF  BUNKER  HILL 

SONG  OF  THE  NEGRO   BOAT- 
MEN 
From  the  poem  At  Port  Royal. 

HYMN,  SUNG  AT  CHRISTMAS 
BY  THE  SCHOLARS  OF  ST. 
HELENA'S  ISLAND,  S.  C. 

WHERE  THE  EAGLE  is  KING  . 


Now 


LAUS  DEO  ! 

Written  on  hearing  the  bells  ring 
on  the  passage  of  the  constitu- 
tional amendment  abolishing 
slavery. 

SWANEE  RIVER 

This  song,  Old  Folks  at  Home, 
one  of  the  best  known  ever 
written,  is  one  of  Foster's  fa- 
mous Plantation  Melodies. 

READY    


M.  Woolsey  Stryker    . 

1851- 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 

1809-1894. 


William  Boss  Wallace  . 

1819-1881. 
John  Greenleaf  Whittier 

1807-1892. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 
1807-1892. 

Thomas  Buchanan  Head 

1822-1872. 
Philip  Paul  Bliss .  .  . 

1838-1876. 
John  Greenleaf  Whittier 

1807-1892. 


Unknown    ....     18,19,20 

Air :   Yankee  Doodle. 

This  tuue  originated  in 
France  or  Holland.  First 
Eung  in  England  to  the 
nursery  rhyme  "Lucy 
Locket  lost  her  pocket  " 
it  was  soon  adapted  to 
verses  sung  by  the  Cava- 
liers in  ridicule  of  Crom- 
well who  was  said  to  have 
entered  Oxford  riding  a 
email  horse  and  wearing 
a  single  plume  fastened 
into  a  sort  of  knot  deri- 
sively called  a  "  maca- 
roni." 

"Yankee   Doodle    came   to 

town, 

Upon  a  Kentish  pony  ; 
He   stuck  a  feather  in   his 

cap, 
Upon  a  macaroni." 

When,  in  1755,  the  Col- 
onists were  assembling 
under  Braddock  near  Al- 
bany, a  joke-loving  Brit- 
ish surgeon  gave  them 
this  song  as  the  latest 
martial  music  from  Eng- 
land. The  joke  succeed- 
ed, and  the  uncouth  Con- 
tinentals played  and  sang 
Yankee  Doodle  to  the 
great  amusement  of  the 
British.  Twenty-six  years 
later  Cornwallis  marched 
to  the  same  tune  into  the 
lines  of  these  same  old 
Continentals  to  surren- 
der his  sword  and  his 
army. 

Unknown 20 

Air  :  Yankee  Doodle. 
Ludwig  van  Beethoven    .         21 

1770-1827. 

From  the  choral  setting  of 
Schiller's  Hymn  of  Joy 
at  the  close  of  Beetho- 
ven's Ninth  Symphony. 

Bernard  Covert  .     .     .     .  22, 23 

Wenzel  Miiller    .    .    .    .  24, 25 
1767-1835. 


.     Albert  Gottlieb  Methfessel        26 

1785-1869. 

.    William  F.  Hartley .      27, 28,  29 
.     Philip  Paul  Bliss     .    .     .30, 31 


Jonathan  Battishill ...        32 
1738-1801. 


Stephen  Collins  Foster 
1826-1864. 


Stephen  Collins  Foster     .        33 


Phoebe  Gary  .     . 
1824-1871. 


Unknown 
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BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  RE- 
PUBLIC 

Written  in  Washington  during 
the  Civil  War,  where  the  author 
had  listened  for  hours  to  the 
tramp  of  marching  troops  going 
to  the  front. 


Julia  Ward  Howe 
1819- 


THE  SWEET  LITTLE  MAN  .    . 
Dedicated  to  the  Stay-at-Home 
Rangers. 

OUR  COUNTRY 

From  the  poem  read  at  a  celebra- 
tion on  July  4,  1883. 

TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP- 
GROUND 

Written  while  the  author  was 
preparing  to  go  to  the  front  aa 
a  soldier. 

DECORATION  DAY 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  . 
1809-1894. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 
1807-1892. 


Unknown 36,37 

Air  :  John  Brown's  Body. 

The  melody  was  first  known 
to  be  used  in  a  negro 
Presbyterian  church  in 
Charleston,  S.  C.,  in  1859. 
Soon  after  it  was  used  in 
the  North  with  the  words, 
"Say,  brothers,  will  you 
meet  us?"  During  the 
Civil  War  this  song  be- 
came very  popular  with 
the  soldiers  and  the  peo- 
ple. 

Scotch  Air 38,39 

Air :  Bonnie  Dundee. 


Walter  Kittredge 
1832- 


Jakob  Ludwig-  Felix  Men- 
delssohn-Bartholdy 

1809-1847. 
Walter  Kittredge    . 


THE  FLAG 


CENTENNIAL  HYMN  .... 

Written  for  the  Centennial  Expo- 
sition held  in  Philadelphia, 
1876. 

0  CAPTAIN  !  MY  CAPTAIN  !     . 

Written  shortly  after  the  assassi- 
nation of  Abraham  Lincoln, 
April  14,  1805. 

COLUMBUS 


UNDER  THE  TREES  .  . 

THE  STORM  SONG  .  . 

THE  FISHERMEN  .  .  . 
THE  VOYAGERS 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  .     Johann  Aegidius  Geyer    . 
1807-1882. 

James  Eiley L.  V.  H.  Crosby .... 

Air  :  Dearest  Mae.     Also,  It 
was  my  Last  Cigar. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier      .    ,     John  Knowlea  Paine    .    . 
1807-1892.  1839- 


40,41 
42,43 

43 
44 


45 


Walt  Whitman 
1819-1892. 


C.  M.  Wyman 


.  46,47 


Joaquin    [Cincinnatus  Hiner]     Air.  from  the  German      .  47,48 
Miller 
1841- 


THE  HUNTER'S  SERENADE 
WIND  AND  SEA 


Richard  Henry  Stoddard 
1825- 

Bayard  Taylor .... 

1825-1878. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 
1807-1892. 

Bayard  Taylor .... 

1825-1878. 


William  Cullen  Bryant 
1794-1878. 

Bayard  Taylor       .     . 
1825-1878. 


U.  Munjinger 


49 


A  LITE  ON  THE  OCEAN  WAVE 

Suggested  by  a  morning  walk  on 

the  Battery  in  New  York,  and 

the  sight  of  ships  and  small 

craft  under  full  sail. 

FOR  AN  AUTUMN  FESTIVAL    . 


Epes  Sargent 
1813-1880. 


ChristophWillibaldGluck  50,  51 
1714-1787. 

Christian  Gottlob  Neefe   .         52 
1748-1798. 

Friedrich  Silcher      ...         53 

1789-1860. 
Air :  Die  Lorelei. 

German  air 54, 55 

Johann     Abraham    Peter 

Schulz 56,57 

1747-1800. 

Henry  Russell     ....        58 
1810-1900. 


THE  CORN  SONG 
THE  KAYKN   . 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier . 
1807-1892. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier . 
1807-1892. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe  .    .    . 
1809-1849. 


Johann  Andre" 
1741-1799. 

German  air 


59 


60,  61 


Till 
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HOME,  SWEET  HOME     .    .    . 

First  sung  in  an  opera  written  by 
Sir  Henry  Bishop,  produced  in 
Covent  Garden  Theatre,  Lon- 
don, in  1823.  The  author,  who 
was  all  his  life  a  wanderer,  has 
been  called  "  the  homeless  bard 
of  home." 

HOME  AGAIN    .  .    . 


John  Howard  Payne  . 
1792-1852. 


Sicilian  air. 


AROUND  THE  HEAKTH  .  .  . 
IF  I  WEBB  A  SUNBEAM  .  .  . 
A  MIDSUMMER  SONG  .... 

GOD  SPEED  THE  RIGHT  .  .  . 
RAIN  ON  THE  ROOF  . 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE 
The  author  heard  a  friend  make 
an  appeal  voicing  the  sentiment 
of  the  song.  On  payment  of 
ten  dollars  the  woodman  signed 
a  bond  to  spare  the  tree. 

THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET  .     . 

The  well  is  still  standing  in  Scit- 
uate,  Mass.,  the  birthplace  of 
the  author. 

SPEED  AWAY  ! 

The  words  of  this  song  were  baaed 
on  the  following  statement  cur- 
rent at  the  time  the  song  was 
written,  though  it  had  probably 
little,  if  any,  foundation  in  fact. 
"  Among  the  superstitions  of 
the  Senecas  is  one  which,  for  its 
singular  beauty,  is  already  well 
known.  When  a  maiden  dies, 
they  imprison  a  young  bird 
until  it  first  begins  to  try  its 
powers  of  song,  and  then  load- 
ing it  with  kisses  and  caresses, 
they  loose  its  bonds  over  her 
grave,  in  the  belief  that  it  will 
not  fold  its  wings,  nor  close 
its  eyes,  until  it  has  flown  to 
the  spirit  land,  and  delivered 
its  precious  burden  of  affection 
to  the  loved  and  lost.  '  It  is  not 
infrequent,'  says  the  Indian 
historian,  '  to  see  twenty  or 
thirty  birds  loosened  at  once 
over  one  grave.' " 

THE  INDIAN  GIRL'S  LAMENT  . 


YE      SAY     THEY      ALL      HAVE 
PASSED  AWAY 
From  the  poem  Indian  Names. 

MY  MOTHER'S  MEMORY 


THE  DEATH  OF  MINNEHAHA 
From  The  Song  of  Hiawatha. 

CHILD  AND  MOTHER  . 


Marshall  S.  Pike  .     . 
1818-1901. 

George  Howland    .    . 
1823-1892. 

Lucy  Larcom      .     .     . 
1826-1893. 

Richard  Watson  Gilder 
1844- 

William  E.  Hickson  . 


Marshall  S.  Pike 


Scotch  air  .... 
Air  :  Auld  Lang  Syne. 

German  air 


63 


64 


65 


Franz  Abt 66, 67 

1819-1885. 


German  air 


Coates  Kinney 
1826- 


George  Pope  Morris 
1802-1864. 


Samuel  Woodworth 
1785-1842. 


Isaac  Baker  Woodbury 
1819-1858. 


Johaim  Gottlieb  Naumann 
1741-1801. 

Joliann  Adam  Hiller  .     . 

1728-1804. 


G.  Kiallmark.     .     .     . 

1781- 

Air :  Araby's  Daughter. 
Isaac  Baker  Woodbury 


67 
68 

69 


70 


71 


William  Cullen  Bryant  . 
1794-1878. 

Lydia  Huntley  Sigourney 
1791-1805. 


John  Boyle  O'Reilly  .    .     . 
1844-1890. 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow , 

1807-1882. 
Eugene  Field , 

1850-1895. 


Jakob  Ludwig  Felix  Men- 

delssohn-Bartholdy  .     .         72 

1809-1847. 
Wellington  Guernsey   .     .         73 

1817-1885. 

Air  :  I  '11  hang  my  harp  on  a 
willow  tree. 

Karl    Gottfried  Wilhelm 

Taubert 74 

1811-1891. 
Charles  Crozat  Converse  75, 76, 77 

1834- 

Arr.  from  Voigtlaender     .  78,  \    . 
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1817-1881.  1819-1858. 

THE  LITTLE  HOUSE  ON  THE     Alice  Gary Franz  Peter  Schubert  .     .        84 

HILL  1820-1871.  1797-1828. 

Referring  to  the  author's  child- 
hood home. 

CURFEW Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  .     Unknown 85 

1807-1882. 

THE  BRIDGE Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  .     M.  Lindsay     .     .      86, 87, 88, 89 

1807-1882. 

THE  HERITAGE James  Russell  Lowell ....  Arr.  from  the  German     .         90 
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1842-1881. 
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1820-1871.  1765-1831 

SHE  CAME  AND  WENT     .     .     .     James  Eussell  Lowell ....     German  air    ....     100, 101 
Written    on    the    death    of    the  1819-1891. 

author's  daughter. 
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From  The  Spanish  Student.  1807-1882.  1819-1858. 
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1825-1878. 
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1824-1871.  1737-1806. 
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N.  P.  Willis,  and  published  in 
the  New  Mirror.  Set  to  music 
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lar songs  ever  written,  as  preat 
a  favorite  in  England  ah  in 
America. 
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1747-1800. 

NOVEMBER Alice  Gary John  C.  Baker  .     .     .     113,  114 
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WOODNOTES 

From  the  poem  Woodnotes.  This 
extract  refers  to  Emerson's  in- 
timate friend,  Henry  D.  Tho- 
reau,  the  noted  author  and  nat- 
uralist. 

THE  FOUNTAIN 


THE  HARP  AT  NATURE'S  AD- 
VENT STRtTNO 
From  The  Tent  on  the  Beach. 

THE  LIGHT  THAT  is  FELT  . 


GONE 


DON'T  BE  SORROWFUL,  DAR- 
LING 
LEARN  TO  LIVE,  AND  LIVK  TO 

LEARN 

Addressed  to  the  author's  little 
daughter. 

THE  POET 


Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 
1803-1882. 


James  Russell  Lowell .     . 
1819-1891. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier . 
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by     Thy  might, Great  God,  our    King. 


+-•        JL     JL 

aF£ — V— 1= 
±=*=jrf= 


£= 


:£ 


THE   FLOWER   OF   LIBERTY. 
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Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
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1.  What  flow'r    is      this  that    greets  the    morn,  Its       hues  from    heav'n   so 
2.  In        sav    -  age    Na-ture'sfar        a    -   bode    Its       ten  -  der      seed       our 
3.  Be    -  hold      its     streaming  rays      u   -    nite,     One      mingling     flood      of 
4.  The    blades   of      he  -  roes    fence   it       round,  Where'er     it         springs  is 

5.  Thy     sa    -    cred  leaves,  f  air  Free-dom's  flow'r,  Shall    ev  -  er        float       on 
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braid  -  ed  light, —  The     red         that    fires      the   South  -  ern  rose,  With 

ho    -   ly    ground ;  From  tower    and     dome    its    glo   -    ries  spread ;  It 

dome  and  tower,    To        all          their  heav'n-ly     col     -    ors   true,  In 
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TRUE   FREEDOM. 


Jamas  Russell  Lowell. 


Frledrich  Silcher. 
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1.  Men !  whose  boast  it      is      that  ye        Come  of     fa-  thers  brave  and  free, 

2.  Is       true      free  -  dom  but    to      break  Fet  -  ters  for    our     own  dear  sake, 

3.  They  are      slaves  who  fear  to      speak  For     the  fall -en      and    the  weak} 
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If      there  breathe  on  earth    a      slave,    Are    ye     tru-lj        free    and  brave? 
And,  with  leath  -  ern  hearts, for-get        That  we  owe  man -kind  a      debt? 
They  are    slaves    who  will     not  choose  Ha  -  tred, scoff-ing,    and    a  -  buse, 
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If        ye     do    not  feel  the    chain,       When  it    works  an  -  oth  -  er's  pain, 
No !    true  freedom  Is      to       share       All        the  chains   our  broth-ens    wear, 
Rath  -  er     than  in     si  -  lence  shrink      From  the  truth    they  needs  must  think  j 
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Are     ye      not      base  slaves  in  -  deed, Slaves un-wor- thy     to     be    freed? 
And,   with  heart  and    hand,  to     be     Ear  -  nest  to      makeoth-ers  free! 
They  are    slaves  who   dare    not  be     In        the  right  with  two  or    three. 
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OUR   COUNTRY'S   CALL. 


William  Cullen  Bryant. 
Maestoso. 


German  Air. 
(Air:  Der  Tannenbaum.) 
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SAIL   ON,   O   SHIP   OF   STATE! 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 


German  Air. 
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What    Work  -  man      wrought    thy       ribs             of 
'T  is      of           the        wave          and       not             the 
Sail       on,          O           UN      -      ION        strong        and 
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,  Sail       on,        sail       on!                   Hu    -    man  -  i    -    ty          with 
Sail       on,        sail       on  !                   Who      made    each  mast,     and 
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and  rope,  What    an  -    vils     rang,        what  ham  -mers  beat,      In 
the   sail,     And      not      a         rent         made  by      the      gale!     In 
the   sea,     Our      hearts,  our    hopes,      are     all      with  thee,      Our 
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hanging  breathless  on  thy  fate !  Sail  on,  0  UN-ioN,strong  and  great!  Sail 
what  a  forge  and  what  a  heat  Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope!  Sail 
spite  of  rock  and  tempest's  roar,In  spite  of  false  lights  on  the  shore,  Sail 
hearts, our  hopes, our  prayers, our  tears, Our  f  aitli  triumphant  o'er  our  fears,  Are 
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THE   POOR   VOTER   ON   ELECTION   DAY. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Maestoso.  , 


German  Air. 
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1.  The    proud-est    now    is  but  my      peer,  The    high-est      not    more 

2.  Who  serves  to-  day      up  -  on  the     list      Be  -  side     the  served  shall 

3.  To  -  day      let    pomp  and  vain  pre  -  tense  My     stub  -  born  right   a  - 

4.  While  there's  a     grief  to  seek  re  -    dress,  Or      bal  -   ance  to       ad  - 
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THE   POOR   VOTER   ON   ELECTION   DAY. 
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day,       of    all       the  >vea-  ry    year,      A      king     of    men    am      I. 
like       the  brown  and  wrinkled  fist,       The  gloved  and  dain  -  ty       hand! 
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To  -    day,  a  -  like  are 
The     rich  is  lev  -  el 
To  -    day    shall  simple 
While  there's  a  right  to 


great  and  small, The  name-less  and  the    known ; 
with  the  poor,  The  weak  is      strong  to-day ; 
man-hood  try      The  strength  of  gold  and  land ; 
need  my  vote,  A      wrong  to    sweep  a -way, 
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pal  -  ace    is      the      peo  -  pie's  hall,  The     bal  -    lot  -  box    my 
sleek-est  broadcloth  counts  no  more  Than  home  -  spun  frock  of 
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Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
Andante. 


Ludwig  van  Beethoven. 
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THE   FALCON. 


James  Russell  Lowell. 
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Friedrich  Silcher. 
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Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
Maestoso. 


ores. 


Unknown. 
(Air:  Andreas  Hofer.) 
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1.  Ay,    tear     the  tat  -  tered  e,n  -  sign  down!  Long  has      it  waved  on     high, 

2.  Her   deck,  once  red   with   he-  roes' blood,  Where  knelt  the  vanquished  foe, 

3.  0       bet  -  ter    that  her      shat-tered  hulk    Should  sink  beneath    the   wave; 
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And  many  an  eye  has  danced  to  see  That  ban  -  ner  in  the  sky; 
When  winds  were  hurrying  o'er  the  flood,  And  waves  were  white  be  -  low, 
Her  thun  -  ders  shook  the  might- y  deep.And  there  should  be  her  grave. 
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Be  -  neath  it  rung  the  bat -tie  shout,  And  burst 
No  more  shall  feel  the  vie -tor's tread,  Or  know 
Nail  to  the  mast  her  ho  -  ly  flag,  Set  ev 


the  can  -  non's  roar  ;- 
the  conquered  knee  ;- 
'ry  thread-bare  sail, 
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The  me  -  teor  of 
The  har  -  pies  of 
And  give  her  to 
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o  -  cean    air     Shall  sweep  the  clouds  no    more ! 
the     shore  shall  pluck  The    ea    -    gle    of        the  sea ! 
the    god    of  storms, The    light  -  ning  and     the  gale! 


=E        ^=i^=E=^=^=F=  EEi=  fflE 
=]=  =-5^z^=       EME  -3=^=6=      =itg- 

-^ ^^ i • 0 4 «-  -•-      -Cjrr 


r 

The     me   -  teor  of      the     o  -   cean  air        Shall  sweep  the  clouds  no  more ! 
The     har  -  pies  of      the  shore  shall  pluck  The    ea    -    gle    of        the  sea! 
And    give    her    to      the  god    of    storms, The  light  -  ning  and     the  gale! 
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HAIL,   COLUMBIA! 


Joseph  Hopkinson. 


Alia  marcia. 
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1.  Hail,     Co  -    lum  -  bia,     hap  -  py      land!  Hail,     ye     he  -    roes, 

2.  Irn-mor  -  tal       pa    -triotslrise     once  more;     De-  fend    your  rights,  de - 

3.  Sound,  sound  the     trump  of       fame,  Let  Wash-ing  - 
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in  -  de  -  pen-  dence  be  our    boast, 
off-'ring  peace  sin-  cere  and    just, 
e  -  qual  skill,  And  god-like  pow'r 
hope  was  sink-ing     in  dis  -  may, 


Ev  -  er    mindful  what  it      cost  ; 
In    heav'n  we  place  a    man-ly  trust,  That 
He  gov-ern'din    the  fear  -  ful  hour  Of 
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Ev    -  er    grate-  ful     for      the    prize,        Let    its    al     -    tar  reach  the  skies ! 
truth    and  jus  -  tice    will    pre  -  vail,  And  ev  -  'ry  scheme  of  bond-age  fail, 
hor  -    rid     war;  or      guides  with  ease  The  hap-pier  times  of  hon  -  est  peace, 
stead- y        mind, from  changes     free,  Re  -  solv'cl  on  death  or  lib-er-ty. 
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A  BALLAD  OF  THE  BOSTON  TEA  PARTY. 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
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Red  men,    axe 
at 


tribe  of 

tru     -  ant  tap  -  ster 

all  at     once  the 

night,  in-  tead  of 

Brit  -  ish   flint  and 


in  hand,  —  Be  -  hold    the  guests  ad  -  van  -    cing  ! 
the  Crown  Has  left     a       beer  -  cask  flow-   ing! 


full-grown  imps  Light  on       the  deck     to  -    geth  -  er  ! 
best     Bo-hea,     Condemned  to     milk      and    wa   -     ter! 
Bos  -  ton  steel   Have  clashed  a-  gainst  each  oth  -     er  ! 


burned  the  fire    that     brewed  the  tea    That  Bos  -ton  served  her    keep-  ers! 
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A   BALLAD   OF   THE   BOSTON   TEA   PARTY. 


free  -men  brewed  and  ty  -  rants  quaffed  That  night  in     Bos  -  ton    Har  -    bor  I 
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A   SONG   OF   THE   FLAG. 

M.  Woolsey  Stryker. 


( Air :  Yankee  Doodle  —  each  stanza  suiig 

1.  Eoll  a  river  -wide  and  strong, 

Like  the  tides  a-s\vinging ; 

Lift  the  joyful  floods  of  song, 

Set  the  mountains  ringing. 

CHORUS. 

Bun  the  lovely  banner  high ! 

Morning's  crimson  glory, 
Field  as  blue  as  God's  own  sky, 

And  every  star  a  story. 

2.  Drown  the  guns,  outsound  the  bells, 

In  the  rocking  steeple, 
While  the  chorus  throbs  and  swells 
Of  a  happy  people. 

CHO.     Eun  the  lovely  banner,  etc. 

S.  For  our  darling  flag  we  sing, 
Pride  of  all  the  nation, 


to  first  half  of  solo.) 

Flag  that  never  knew  a  king, 
Freedom's  constellation. 

CHO.     Run  the  lovely  banner,  etc. 

4.  Blest  be  God,  fraternal  wars 

Once  for  all  are  ended, 
And  the  gashes  arid  the  scars 
Peace  and  time  have  mended. 
CHO.     Run  the  lovely  banner,  etc. 

5.  Massachusetts,  Maryland, 

Tennessee,  Nebraska, 
One,  Columbia's  daughters  stand 
From  Georgia  to  Alaska. 
CHO.     Run  the  lovely  banner,  etc. 

6.  Staff  and  masthead  swing  it  forth — • 

Liberty  unblighted, 
West  and  East  and  South  and  North 
Evermore  united ! 
CHO.    Run  the  lovely  banner,  etc. 


ODE   FOR   WASHINGTON'S   BIRTHDAY. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
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Ludwig  van  Beethoven. 
(From  the  Ninth  or  Choral  Symphony.) 


1.  Wei-come  to      the    day    re  -    turn-ing,  Dear-er    still  as      a  -  ges  flow, 

2.  Hear  the    tale  of      youthful     glo  -  ry,    While  of   Brit-ain's  res-cued  band, 

3.  Look !  the  shad-ow    on      the     di  -  al,     Marks  the  hour  of     deadlier  strife; 

4.  Vain  is      Em  -pire's  mad  temp-ta  -  tion !  Not      for  him  an      earthly  crown ! 

5.  "By  the  name  that  you   in    -    her-it,      By       the  suf- f'rings  you  re-call,      - 

6.  Fa  -  ther!  we  whose  ears  have  tin- gled  With   the  dis-  cord  notes  of  shame, -J 
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While  the    torch  of      faith  is    burn-  ing,   Long   as   f ree-dom's  al-  tars  glow ! 
Friend  and  foe      re  -    peat  the  sto  -  ry,     Spread  his  fame  o'er  seaand  land, 
Days  of      ter  -  ror,    years  of    tri  -    al,     Scourge  a  na  -  tion  in  -  to     life, 
He    whose  sword  has   freed  a      na  -  tion !  Strikes  the  of  -  fered  sceptre  down. 
Cher -ish      the     f ra  -  ter  -nalspir-it;     Love  your coun-try  first  of    all! 
We,  whose  sires  their  blood  have  mingled    In       the  bat  -  tie's  thunder  flame, — 
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See      the    he  -    ro    whom  it      gave  us  Slumb'ring  on      a 

Wherg  the  red    cross  fond-ly      streaming, Flaps  a  -  bove  the 

Lo,      the  youth, be  -  come  her  lead  -er !    All      her  baf  -  fled 

See     the  throne-less  conqueror  seat  -  ed,   Rul  -  er    by      a 

List  -  en  not       to    i    -    die    questions  If       its  bands  may  be    un  -  tied ; 

Gath  -'ring  while  this  ho  -    ly    morn-ing  Lights  the  land  from  sea  to       sea, 


mother's  breast, 
frig-ate'sdeck, 
ty  -  rants  yield ; 
peo- pie's  choice; 
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For       the  arm  he  stretched  to    save    us,     Be    its  morn  for  -  ev  - 
Where  the  gold  -  en       lil  -    ies,  gleam-ing,  Star  the  watchtow'rs  of 
Through  his   arm    the     Lord  hath  freed  her ;  Crown  him  on  the    tent 
See       the  Pa  -  triot's   task  com-plet  -  ed ;  Hear  the  Fa-  ther's  dy  - 
Doubt  the  pa-  triot    whose  sug-ges-tions    Strive  a  na  -    tion    to 
Hear     thy  coun -sel,     heed  thy  warn-ing;  Trust  us,  while  we     hon 
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THE   SWORD    OF   BUNKER    HILL. 


William  Ross  Wallace. 
Moilerato. 
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1.  He      lay    np  -  on  his    dy  -  ing    bed;         His  eye 

2.  The  sword  was  brought,  the     sol-dier's  eye  Lit  Avith        a  sud  -  den 

3.  "'Twas  on  that  dread,  im  -  mor-tal    day,          I  dared       the  Brit-on's 

4.  "0,      keep  the  sword" —  his    ac  -cents  broke — A  smile  —  and  he       was 
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murmered  War-ren's  name : 
tore  it      from     his  hand : 
on     thatdy    -    ing  bed. 


Weepnot,myboyl"  the  vet-'ran   said,        "I 
Then  said,  "My  boy,  I      L-ave  you  gold. —      But 
And  while  the  glo  -  rious  bat  -  tie    raged,       It 
The  son     re-mains;  the  sword  re- mains —    Its 
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bow        to  Heav'n's  high  will— But  quickly    from  yon  ant  -lers  bring    The 

what       is    rich-  er     still,        I       leave  you, mark  me,  inark  me  now  -  -  The 

light  -  ened  freedom's  will —    For,boy,  The  God  of     freedom  blessed  The 

glo    -    ry  grow  -  ing  still —      And  twen-ty    mil    -  lions  bless  the  sire,      Anc 
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Sword       of        Bun  -  ker 
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Sword       of        Bun  -  ker 
Sword       of        Bun  -  ker 

Hill;              But 
Hill;              I 
Hill  ;              For, 
Hill;              And 
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SONG   OF   THE  NEGRO   BOATMAN. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 


Wenzel  Muller. 
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1.  0,        praise  an'    tanks  !  de       Lord  He     come  To 
2.  Ole      mas  -  sa      on         he       trab-  bels  gone  ;  He 
3.  We      pray    de      Lord  :  He       gib    as       signs  Dat 
4.  We      know  de      prom  -  ise      neb-  ber     fail,    An' 

set      de      peo  -  pie 
leaf    de       land  be    - 
some  day    we     be 
neb  -  ber    lie      de 
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say    de     word  :We    las'      night  slaves,  To- day    de    Lord's  free  men. 
sell    de      pig,    We    sell     de       cow,    But  neb  -  ber  chile     be     sold, 
rice -bird  mean  it       when  he       sing,     De  ea  -    gle  when    he    scream, 
tink  we      lub      Him  so       be   -    fore,    We  lub     Him  bet  -    ter    free. 
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CHORUS  for  each  verse. 
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{De      yam       will  grow,  de    cot    -     ton  blow, We'll  hab  de    rice  an'  corn  ;  \ 
O       neb-ber  you  fear,    if    neb-ber  you  hear   De     dri  -  ver  blow  his  horn  1  / 
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HYMN. 


Sung  at  Christmas  by  the  scholars  of  St.  Helena's  Island,  S.  C. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Maestoso. 


Albert  Gottlieb  Methfessel, 
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driv       -      er's     horn,     No 
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songs            to   -    day,       To 
bless      -      ed        Lord!    Come 
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call,      .     .      Make      swift      the  feet       and 
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Ii    -    na's     shore,  We're 
pris  -  on       door,   And 
lit  -    tie       child,  Up    - 
saw    Thee  born    Was 
day     so        glad    On 
straight  the   way    Of 
hear  the       word  That 
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John  Greenleaf  Wnittier.                                       Arr.  from  Jonathan  Battishill. 
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BATTLE   HYMN   OF    THE   REPUBLIC. 


Julia  Ward  Howe. 


Unknown. 
(Air:  Johu  Brown's  Bouy./ 


1.  Mine          eyes    have  seen  the    glo  -  ry      of      the      com-  ing      of        the 

2.  I       have  seen  him    in      the  watch-fires  df      a        him  -  dred    cir   ..  cling 

3.  I       have  read  a         fie  -  ry    gos   -  pel,  writ  in      bur  -  nish'clrows  of 

4.  He    has     sounded      forth  the   trum-pet    that   shall  nev  -   er        call     re   - 

5.  In    the      beau-  ty      of       the  lil    -     ies    Christ  was  born    a    -    cross  the 
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grapes  of    wrath  are   stored,  He  hath  loosed  the  fate  -  ful     light-ning   of     his 
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you     and  me :      As   he     died      to    make  men  ho  -  ly,      let 
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THE   SWEET    LITTLE    MAN. 


Dedicated  to  the  Stay-at-liome  Rangers. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
Moderuto. 
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Scotch  Air. 
(Air:  Bonnie  Dundee.) 


P [>, f\f . 


1.  All  the    brave  boys      un  -    cler      can  -  vas      are    sleep  -  ing, 

2.  Bring  him   the       but    -    ton  -  less     gar  -  ment    of      wo  -    man! 

3.  All  the     fair      maid  -  ens      a    - 

4.  Now  then,  nine     cheers  for      the 


bout   him      shall  clus  -  ter, 
Stay  -  at    -    home  Ean  -  ger ! 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 


Arr.  from  Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. 
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TENTING   ON   THE   OLD   CAMP-GROUND. 


look  -  ing     for 
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Fs. 1.2. 3.  Tenting  to-night,    tent-ing    to-night,  Tent-ing  on     the  old  Camp-ground. 
Fs.4.         Dy-ing  to-night,    dy  -  ing    to-night,  Dy  -  ing  on     the  old  Camp-ground. 
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DECORATION    DAY. 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfello'w. 


Johann  Aegidius  Geyer. 
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1.  Sleep, comrades, sleep, 

2.  Rest,  comrades, rest, 

3.  Your  si  -   lent   tents, 


sleep  and    rest  On  this  Field      of  the 

rest     and     sleep  \  The    thoughts  of     men        shall 
tents  of       green,  We    deck          with  flowers, with 
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Ground  -ed  Arms, Where  foes  no  more  molest,  Nor  sen-try's  shot  a  -  larms  I 
ev      -      erbe        As         sen-ti-nels    to  keep  Your  rest  from  danger  free, 
f  ra  -  grant  flow'rs  ;  Yours  has  the  suf-f 'ring  been, The  mem'ry  shall  be     ours, 


Sleep,  com-rades, sleep  and    rest     On  this  Field     of   the  Grounded     Arms. 
As        sen-ti    -     nels     to       keep   Your        rest     from     dan  -    ger   free. 
Yours  has    the       suff  - 'ring  been,  The          mem- 'ry          shall    be      ours. 
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THE  FLAG. 


James  Riley. 


L.  V.  H.  Crosby. 
(.Air:  Dearest  Mae.) 
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nev   -    er    did    that        en  -  sign  yield  its     hon  -  or     to    the        foe ;     Its 
white,  the  snow-capped  hills  that  hide  in      storm  their  up-  raised  hands ;  Its 
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names  of       men  whose  deeds  of      fame     shall 
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o  -  cean-guarded      flag    of    light,  For  -  ev   -  er      may    it       fly  I 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Maestoso. 


John  Knowles  Paine. 
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1.  Our   fathers'   God,  from  out     whose  hand  The  ceu-turies  fall 

2.  Here, where  of  old     by        Thy   cle  -      sign,  The  f  a  -  thers    spake  that  word 

3.  For    art    and  la  -    bor      met   in         truce, For  beau-ty       made  the    bride 

4.  Oh,   make  Thou  us,  thro'    cen-turies  long,  In     peace  se  -    cure,  in       jus  - 
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O   CAPTAIN!    MY    CAPTAIN! 


Walt  Whitman. 
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Arr.  from  C.  M.  Wyman. 
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0  Captain !  my  Captain !  our  fearful 
O  Captain !  my  Captain !  rise  up  and 
My  Captain  does  not  answer,  his  lips  are 


trip          is  done, 

hear         the         bells ; 
pale          and        still ; 
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The  ship  has  weathered  every  rack,  the  prize  we 
Rise  up,  —  for  you  the  flag  is  flung  —  for  you  the 
My  father  does  not  feel  my  arm,  he  has  no 

sought      is 
bu      -      gle 
pulse         nor 

won; 

trills  ; 
will  ; 
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The  port  is  near,  the  bells  I  hear,  the  people  all         ex  -  ult    -   ing, 

For  you  bouquets  and  ribbon'd  wreaths —  for  you  the  shores  a  -    crowd-ing, 
The  ship  is  anchor'd  safe  and  sound,  its  voyage       closed  and   done ; 
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While  follow  eyes  the  steady  keel,  the 
For  you  they  call,  the  swaying  mass  —  their 
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But  O  heart!                       heart!              heart! 
Here  Captain  !                    dear                father  ! 
Exult,  O  shores,  and         ring,     0         bells  ! 
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This  arm  be    -    neath  your  head ! 
But  I  walk  with  mournful       tread, 


Where  on  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 

It  is  some  dream  that  on  the  deck  You've 

Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 
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Fall      -      en            cold          and            dead, 
fall       -      en            cold          and            dead. 
Fall      -      en            cold          and            dead. 
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Unknown. 
( A  German  Air.) 
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day ;    My    men     grow  ghast-ly 
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ral,      and    say—   He     said:"Sail     onlanel    on!" 
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Richard  Henry  Stoddard. 


U.  Munjinger. 
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THE   STORM   SONG. 


Bayard  Taylor. 


Arr.  from  Christoph  Willibald 
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THE   FISHERMEN. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 


Christian  Gottlob  Neefe. 


1.  Huu  -  RAH!  the  sea  -  wardbreez-es 

2.  We'll    drop  our  lines,  and 


Sweep  clown  the    bay    a    -     main; 
gath-er        Old        o   -    cean's  treas-ures    in, 

3.  Tho  '  the  mist  np-on       our     jack  -  ets      In  the   bit  -    ter      air      con  -  geals, 

4.  Hur  -    rah  !  hur-rah  !    the      west  -  wind  Comes  fresh-'ning  clown  the     bay, 
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Heave    up,      my      lads,  the  an    -     chor !  Run      up  the  sail     a    -  gain ! 

AVher-e'er       the      mot  -  tied  mackerel        Turns  up  a  steel-dark  fin ; 

And  our  lines  wind  stiff   aud  slow-   ly        From   off  the  fro  -  zen  reels; 

The        ris  -  ing      sails  are  fill    -    iug, — Give    way,  my  lads,  give  way! 
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field  of  har  -  vest,  Its  seal  -  y  tribes  our  grain ; 
thick  a  -  round  us  And  the  storm  blow  high  and  loud, 


Leave  the  cow- arc!  lands-man  cling  -  ing    To  the    dull     earth, like     a      weed, 
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The     stars   of    heav'n  shall    guide      us,       The     breath  of      heav'n  shall  speed. 


We'll  reap    the  teem  -  ing 


ters    As  at  home    they  reap     the      plain! 
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The     stars   of 
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wild 
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cloud! 


heav'n  shall  speed! 
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Bayard  Taylor. 

Moderato. 


Friedrich  Silcher. 
(Air:  Die  Lorelei.) 


1.  No      long-er      spread  the  sail!        No      long-  er    strain  the 

2.  Each  morn  -we     see         its     peaks,  Made  beau  -  ti  -  ful       with 

3.  And     still     the   keel       is      swift,    And    still      the    wind   is 

4.  0         shipmates,  leave    the  ropes,   And    what    tho'  no       one 
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sway-ing  keel    slides  on,         The        helm      o  -     beys     the  hand  ; 

noon  we  mark  the      gleam   Of          tern  •    pies  tall      and  fair; 

vain     is    all       re  -    turn,     Though  false     the     goal    be   -  fore; 

e'er      the  bark  is       blown,  Lie         -down  and    sleep   a  while: 
cres.                                                               dim. 


Fast  we      have  sailed  from  dawn  to    dawn,    Yet  nev-  er    reach  the  land. 

At      mid  -  night  watch  its      bon  -  fires  stream  In    the      au-  ro  -   ral  air. 

The    gale    is        ev    -    er       dead    a  -    stern,    The  cur  -  rent  sets   to  shore. 

What  prof- its      toil,      when  chance  a  -  lone      Can  bring  us    to      the  isle? 

dim. 
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THE   HUNTER'S   SERENADE. 


William  Cullen  Bryant. 
Affettuoso. 


German  Air. 


1.  Thy    bow'ris      lin  -  ishecl,  fair   -    est !  Fit  bow'r    for   hnn  -  ter's  bride, 

2.  For     thee    the    wild- grape  glist  -    ens  On    sun  -   ny     knoll  and    tree, 

3.  Come,thou  hast  not    for    -  got    -     ten  Thy  pledge  and  prom-ise      quite, 
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Where  old  woods  o  -  vcr  -shad  -  ow  The  green  sa  -  van-  na's  side. 
The  slim  pa  -  pa  -  ya  ri  -  pens  Its  yel  •  low  fruit  for  thee. 
With  ma  -  ny  blushes  mur  -  mered,Be  -  neath  the  even  -  ing  light. 
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I've  wan-  dcr'd  long,  and  wandered  far,  And  nev  -  er  have  I  met,  .  . 
For  thee  the  duck,  on  glass-y  stream, The  prai  -  rie-f owl  shall  die ;  .  . 
Then  come, the  vio  -lets  crowd  my  door, Thy  ear  -  liestlookto  win,  .  . 
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In  all  this  love-ly  West-ern  land,  A  spot  so  love-  ly  yet; 
My  ri  -  fle  for  thy  feast  shall  bring  The  wild-swan  from  the  sky. 
And  at  my  si  -  lent  win  -  dow- sill  Thejes-  sa  -  mine  peeps  in. 
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With    thy  sweet  smile  and  sil  -  ver  voice,  Its 
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WIND    AND   SEA. 


Bayard  Taylor. 


cres. 
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Johann  A.  P.  Schulz. 
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1.  The        Sea    is      a      jo-  vial    com-rade,He      laughs  wher    -  ev-erhe 

2.  But  the  Wind  is  sad  and     rest-less,  And    cursed  with  an  in    -    ward 

Wei-come  are  both  their  voi  -  ces,   And  I  know  not  which  is 
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And    the      broad-backed    bil   -    lows  fall  faint    on      the   shore,        In     the 
He  sobs    in    the   ce    -    dar,     and  moans  iu      the  pine,          And 

And    the    Wind  that        sad  -  dens,  the     Sea      that         glad-dens, Are 
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A    LIFE   ON    THE    OCEAN    WAVE. 


Epes  Sargent. 
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1.  A         life    on  the    o     -      cean  wave, 

2.  Once  more  on  the    deck     I         stand 

3.  The    land   is    no     longer  in       view, 


A          home    on     the     roll  -  ing 
Of  ray  own  swift-glid-  ing 

The      clouds  have  be   -  sun  to 
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winds  their  rev  -  els  keep : 
gale  f ol-lows  far  a  -  baft : 
say  "Let  the  storm  come  down  !" 


Like  an     ea    -    gle  caged  I 

We  shoot  thro'  the  spark  -  ling 

And  the    song  of      our  heart    shall 
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pine 

foam, 

be, 


On      this  dull,     un 
Like   an     o     -     cean 
While  the  winds  and  the 


chang  -  ing  shore 
bird  set  free ; 
wa  -  ters  rave, 


Oh! 
Like  the 
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Agitato. 
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Sing  first  verse  in  D.  G. 
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give  me  the  flash -ing  brine, 
o  -  cean  bird,  our  home 
life  on  the  heav-ing  sea, 


I 

The      spray  and  the  tern      -     pest  roar! 
We'll  find  far  out     on     the    sea! 

A         home  on    the  bound     -  ing    wave! 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Maestoso. . 


Joliann  Andr£. 


more  the 
com  -  moa 
fa  - 
shut 


year 
rests  and 

year  made 

flowers      bloom 
wreathed   with 


vors 
our 

these 


rich    -  cr 
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gifts  with 

mur    -  mur, 

piled  with 


stores   than 
mong    her 
rain       and 
but        the 

fruits,  a    - 


gems 


gold  ;  Once  more  with  har  -  vest 


gar-  nered  sheaves ;  Her 
sun    -  shine  sent !  The 
corn  -  ears    fill ;      We 
wake  a    -    gain 


lap      is        full      of 
boun-ty        o     -      ver  - 
choose  the  shad  -  ow, 
for       the 


Thanksgiv-  ings 
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song      and 
good  -  ly 
runs      our 
but        the 
gold    -  en 


shout 

things, 

due, 

sun 

hours, 


Is       Na    - 

Her    brow 
The    full    - 
That  casts 
The   ear     - 


ture's 
is 

ness 
it 

iy 


blood  - 

bright 

shames 

shines 

and 


less 
with 
our 
be    - 
the 


tri  -  umph 
au  -  tumn 
dis  -  con  - 
hind  us 
lat  -  ter 


told,  AVith  song  and  shout    is        Nature's  bloodless      tri      -     umph       told. 
leaves,  Her  lap   is      full,       her      brow  is  bright  with  Au     -      tumn        leaves. 
tent,  The    full-nesso     -      ver  -  runs  our  due,  and  shames  our  dis-con-  tent. 
still,  We    choose  the  shad  -  ow,     but    the  sun  is          shin    -     ing  still. 


rain  !  The  gold-en       hours,  the      ear  -  ly    and  the       lat    -      ter 


rain! 
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THE   CORN   SONG. 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Allegretto. 


German  Air. 
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1.  Heap  high  the  farm-er's  win  -  try  hoard !  Heap  high  the     gold-  en  corn ! 

2.  Let     oth  -  er    lands, ex -ult  -  ing, glean  The    ap  -  pie     from  the  pine, 

3.  Thro'  vales  of    grass  and  meads  of  flow'rs  Our  ploughs  their  furrows  made, 

4.  All      thro' the  long, bright  days  of  June     Its  leaves  grew  green  and  fair, 

5.  Let      vap-id     i    -    dlersloll    in   silk       A  -  round  their  cost-  ]y     board; 
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No      rich-  er      gift     has  Au  -  tumn  poured  From  out    her  lav  -  ish    horn! 

The    or   -    ange  from  its    glossy        green,  The  clus  -  ter  from  the    vine ; 

While  on      the    hills    the  sun   and    showers  Of  changeful  A  -    pril  played. 

And  wav'd  in       hot     mid-sum-mer's  noon    Its    soft    and  yel  -  low  hair. 

Give  us        the     bowl  of     samp  and  milk,    By    home-spun  beau-ty      poured ! 
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»et  -    ter     love    the  har   -    dy  gift      Our  rug  -  ged    vales  be  - 
ropp'dthe     seed  o'er  hill        and  plain,  Be-neath  the     sun     of 
tow,     \vith    au-tumn's  moon  -lit   eves,    Its    har  -    vest  -time  has 
j'er      the      wide  old  kitch  -  en  hearth  Sends  up     its      smoky 

trod  ; 
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May, 
come, 
curls, 
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Still    let      us,     for      his     gold  -  en    corn,  Send  up      our  thanks  to       God! 
To      cheer  us     when  the     storm  shall  drift  Our    har  -  vest-fields  with  snow. 
And    frighten'd  from  our    sprouting  grain  The     rob  -  ber  crows  a  -     way. 
We     pluck  a  -    way    the    frost  -ed  leaves,  And  bear  the  treas  -  ure    home. 
Who  will    not   thank  the   kind  -  ly    earth,  And   bless  our  farm  -  er       girls  ! 
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Edgar  Allan  Poe. 


THE   RAVEN. 
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Once  upon  a  midnight 

dreary, 

while 

I  pondered,  weak  1 

and  weary,  Over  many 

a  quaint  and 

curious 

volume      f 

of    for- 

got- 

ten     lore  ; 
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While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping,  suddenly  there  came 
a  tapping,  as  of  some  one  gently  rapping,  rapping 
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at  my  cham-ber     door ; 
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muttered,  "tapping  )    at    my  chamber    door;  Only  this  and  noth-i^g   more.' 
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2.  Ah,  distinctly  I  remember,  it  was  in  the  bleak  December, 

And  each  separate  dying  ember  wrought  its  |  ghost  upon  the  |  floor;  || 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow,  vainly  I  had  sought  to  borrow 

From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow,  sorrow  |  for  the  lost  Le-  j  nore ;  || 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden,  |  whom  the  angels  |  name  Leiiore,  || 
Nameless  |  here,  for  ever-  |  more.  || 

8.  Open  then  I  flung  the  shutter,  when,  with  many  a  flirt  and  flatter, 
In  there  stepped  a  stately  raven  of  the  J  sainted  days  of  |  yore.  || 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ;  not  an  instant  stopped  or  staid  he ; 
But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady,  perched  a-  |  bove  my  chamber  |  door ;  || 
Perched  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas,  just  a-  |  bove  my  chamber  |  door;  [| 
Perched  and  |  sat,  and  nothing  |  more.  || 

4.  And  the  raven,  never  flitting,  still  is  sitting  —  still  is  sitting 

On  the  pallid  bust  of  Pallas,  just  a-  |  bove  my  chamber  |  door  :  || 
And  his  eyes  have  all  the  seeming  of  a  demon  that  is  dreaming, 

And  the  lamplight  o'er  him  streaming  throws  his  |  shadow  on  the  |  floor;  || 
And  my  soul  from  out  that  shadow,  that  lies  |  floating  on  the  ]  floor,  || 
Shall  be  [  lifted  —  never  J  more."  j| 


52 


HOME,    SWEET    HOME. 


John  Howard  Payne. 


Sicilian  Air. 


Moderate. 
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pleas  -  ures    and    pal  -  a  -    ces  though  we     may  roam, 

Be    it       ev     -     er        so       hum     -       ble, there's  no  place  (Omit.    .     .  _, 

,    /  An            ex     -     ile       from  home,         splendor      daz  -    zles    in       vain ; 

'  \Oh!          give       me      my      low      -      lythatch'd  cot  -    tage  (Omit.     .     .  ) 
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like      home 
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world, 
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hal  -  IOAV  us  there,  Omit.     .       \  Home,  home, — sweet, sweet  home!  There's 

met     with  (Omit.     .J  else-where;/ 
came  at      my     call —  ) 

dear  -  er     (Omit.     .)  than     all.    J 
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3  How  sweet  't  is  to  sit  'neath  a  fond  father's  smile, 
And  the  cares  of  a  mother  to  soothe  and  beguile. 
Let  others  delight  'mid  new  pleasures  to  roam, 
But  give  me,  oh !  give  me  the  pleasures  of  home ! 

REFRAIN. 

4  To  thee  I'll  return,  overburdened  with  care, 

The  heart's  dearest  solace  will  smile  on  me  there. 
No  more  from  that  cottage  again  will  I  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

EEFKAIN. 


HOME    AGAIN. 
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Marshall  S.  Pike. 

Two  or  four  parts. 


Marshall  S.  Pike. 
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1.  Home  a    -  gain,   home  a  -    gain, 
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From  a        for  -    eign    shore !  And 


2.  Hap  -  py     hearts, hap  -  py     hearts,  With  mine   have  laughed  in     glee,     And 

3.  Mu   -  sic    sweet,  mu   -  sic    soft,  Ling  -  ers     round  the       place,  And 


Xl     n    k 

r 

>y\  •     -i    ^ 

/m17  17 

d          m 

J 

-j 

rfi 

j 

3     i 

oh,    it     fills       my   soul      with      joy, 
oh,    the  friends  I     loved    in          youth, 
oh,    I      feel       the  child  -  hood    charm 
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To      meet  my  friends  once  more, 
Seem  hap  -  pi  -    er          to     me ; 
That  time  can  -  not       ef  -  face. 
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Here  I  dropped  the  part-  ing  tear,  To  cross  the  o  -  cean's  foam, 
And  if  my  guide  should  be  the  fate,  Which  bids  me  long-er  roam, 
Then  give  me  but  my  homestead  roof,  I'll  ask  no  pal  -  ace  dome, 
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But  now  I'm  once  a  -  gain  with  those    Who  kind-  ly 
But  death  a-  lone  can  break  the    tie         That  binds  my 
For  I         can  live    a      hap  -  py     life       With  those  I 
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AROUND    THE   HEARTH. 


George  Holland. 
Andante. 

i/i  dolce. 

-f* 1 


Scotch  Air. 
(Air:  Auld  Lang  Syne.) 
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1. 
2. 

3. 
4. 


What-ev  -  er    be      our  earth-ly      lot,    Wher-ev     -    er  we   may  roam, Still 

When  win- ter,  com-ing  in         its  wrath, Pil'd  high      the  drifting  snow, Safe 

When  wea-ried  with  our  ea   -    ger  chase, Thro' many    a  tangled    path,  How 
And     brighter  with  the  pass  -  ing  years  Seems  childhood's  sweet    employ,  And 
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to        our    hearts  the    bright-est 
clus  -  ter'd  round  the     cheer-  f  ul 


spot     Is      round  the  hearth  at    home.  The 
hearth,  We  watch'd  the  fire  -  light  glow  ;  Nor 


sweet  the   dear     ac  -  cus   -  tom'd  place  To      take     a  -  round  the  hearth!  And 
ev   -    er     sweet-er       still     ap  -    pears  E:k.>  well  -  re  -  mem-ber'd  joy,     A  - 
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home  that   wel  -  coined  us        at     birth,  The    hearth  by    which  we 
bright-er      seem'dthe    rud  -  dy     flames  Than  did        our  hearts, the 
still      when  by       our    toil      ana  care     We     feel      our-selves  op  -  press'd,0ur 
round  the      cheer-ful     hearth  at    home,  Where  we    in     child  -  hood  sat;     No 
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oth  -    er    spot  on       all          the   earth  Will  ev  -     er      be       like 

lov  -    ing  moth-er      breath'd  our  names  With  sweet  ap  -    prov-  ing 
thoughts  forev    -  er       clus    -   ter  there,  And  there  a    -    lone    find 
oth    -    er  spot,  wher-e'er         we  roam,  Will  ev    -    er       be       like 
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IF   1   WERE    A    SUNBEAM. 
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Lucy  Larcom. 
Allegretto. 
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German  Air. 
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I          know  where    I  'd 
Child  whose  life        is 

•           5 

do; 
go; 
glad 

.(2- 

,"v  .  **    .  1                                                     i 

9                 9 

(^          /»3 

ft           0                       t 

I 

T'-La: 

r         ^> 

r      u      r 

i^-l                   ^ 

-J 

t           a 

a        P 

»      r 

P-                    ' 

**     m-        m 

r 

F            t^            ' 

r  T  ^ 

~T 

1                 ••                         r                         i 

ores. 


dim. 


-*-*              t  J  '    * 

Z^                    '  —  ••     1 

^— 

2T  j  g  £J  J_      _^_       _j  ^  

1  J  ^_ 

5                J           J           -3 

-                 tf                      J 

^K 
I        would  seek  white 

•o'  T;T  ~p  *-" 

lil      -      ies  The       rain-  y           wood  -  land  th 

rough. 

In  -  to          low-liest 

hov     -     els,               Dark   with    want     and    woe  ; 

With  an        in  -   nor 

ra      -      diance         Sun  -  shine  nev  -    er       had? 

cres. 

,  s 

dim. 

Cv-rt      P           P     '      r           i 

^           8       S     I    i 

jjff                        n  •      j 

T-'S                           *    '    '  * 

i                                    1 

-S           \             \                         \ 

i                   1    "^^                             !                    ' 

81             I             I 

\       \ 

, 

XL'                               -*           J 

*               *              J 

• 

/?K       «           «l           • 

cs> 

f 

& 

t 


I        would  steal     a     -      mong     them,       Soft  -  est        light     I'd        shed, 
Till    sad        hearts  look'd  up     -     ward,      I  would  shine    and       shine; 

0,      as          God     hath      bless'd  thee,        Scat  -  ter       rays      di     -    vine ! 
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A  MIDSUMMER  SONG. 


Richard  Watson  Gilder. 
Allegretto. 


Franz  Abt. 


1.  Oh      fa  -  ther's  gone  to  mark  -  et-town  he  was  up      be  -  fore    the    day, 

2.  Prom  all        the  raist-y      morn-ing    air    there  comes  a  -  sum  -mer  sound, 

3.  A  -    bove     the  trees  the  hon  -  ey     bees  swarm  by      with  buzz   and  boom, 

4.  How  strange  at  such  a      time   of     day  the     mill  should  stop    its    clatter! 
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The  birds  they  sing  up  -on       the  wing, the          pig- eons  bill      and    coo; 
Within      the  far-mer's  mead    -    ow,     a         brown-eyed  dais  -  y        blows. 
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GOD   SPEED    THE   RIGHT. 
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RAIN   ON   THE   ROOF. 


Coates  Kinney. 
Andantino. 


Johann  Gottlieb  Naumann, 


. 


1.  When  the  hu  -  mid  »bow-ers  gath-er      O    -    ver  all     the  star-ry  spheres, 

2.  Ev   •     'ry   tin  -  kle    on       the  shin  -  gles  Has     an    ech  -  o      in       the  heart, 

3.  There  in     fan-  cy     comes  my  moth- er,     As       she  used  to    years  a    -  gone, 

4.  Then    my  lit  -    tie     ser  -    aphsis  -  ter,   With  her  wings  and  wav-ing  hair, 

5.  There  is     naught  in  art's    bra-vur  -  as     That  can  work  with  such  a  spell, 


\ 

9 

'?-' 

I 

--4 

r> 
•* 

f$= 

r  -t 

-*- 

-=r 

f-' 

-*- 

*- 

* 

=t 

Bi-2 

^    riT 

m  • 

—v  FF 

-_jrj 

-V  h- 

1- 

a  ' 

L 

r 

J 

/ 

b 

i 

X 

— 

i?  4 

¥ 

-y 

v_ 

^ 

^ 

b 

V 

N-f^ N_  :=T-~) " — --  :=N=^zz-^,^  : 


•£- 

And  the    mel  -  an  -  chol  -  y    dark-ness    Gen    -  tly  falls  in      rainy       tears, 

And  a        thou-sand dreamy    fan-cies      In         to  bus  -  y       be -ing    start, 

To  sur  -  vey    the    in  -   f ant  sleepers,      Ere       she  left  them  till  the    dawn. 

And  her  bright-eye'dcher-ub- brother,        A  se-rene  an  -gel-ic       pair, 

In  the  spir  -  it's     pure, deep  fountains  Whence  the  ho  -  ly       passions  swell, 
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WOODMAN,   SPARE   THAT   TREE. 
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George  Pope  Morris. 
Andante. 


Johann  Adam  Hiller. 
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1.             Woodman,  spare  that      tree,       Touch  not       a       sin-     gle      bough! 
2.  That  old      fa  -  mil  -  iar       tree,      Whose  glo  -  ry     and      re  -    nown 
3.  When  but    an      i           die        boy,       I            sought  its   grate  -  ful      shade; 
4.  Mv     heart-strings  round  thee  cling      Close     as        thy    bark,    old      friend; 
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In     youth   it      shel  -  tered 
Are  spread  o'er  land   and 
In     all         their  gush-ing 

Hare  shall   the     wild-bird 
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me,             And  I'll           pro-  tect       it        now. 
sea—          And  would'st  thouhew      it        down? 
joy             Here,too,         my  sis  -      ters    played, 
sing,           And  still          thy  branch-cs         bend. 
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'Twas  my     fore  -  fa   -    ther's  hand          That 
Wood-  man,  for  -  bear    thy       stroke,      Cut 
My        mother        kissed  me       here;         My 
Old       tree,  the     storm  still     brave  !      And, 
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That  moss-covered  vessel  I  hail  as  a  treasure  — 

For  often,  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield ; 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing, 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell  — 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing, 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  Avell  — 
The  old  oaken  bucket  —  the  iron-bound  bucket  — 

The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 

As  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips ! 
Not  a  full-blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 

Though  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 
As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father's  plantation, 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket,  which  hangs  in  the  well= 
The  old  oaken  bucket —  the  iron-bound  bucket  — 

The  moss-covered  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  -well. 
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Isaac  B.  Woodbury. 
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L  Speed  a  -  way!    speed  a    -     way!  on     thine   er  -  rand  of  light !  There's  a 

2.  And  oh!      wilt    thou  tell      her,  blest  bird  on       the  wing,  That  her 
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1 .  Ye    say     they  all    have  pass'cl  a  -  way,  That  no  -  ble       race  and  brave, 

2.  'Tis  where  On  -  ta  -  rio's  bil  low     Like  o  -   cean's  surge  is     curl'd, 

3.  Ye    say      their  cone-like  cab       -       ins     That  clus-ter'd    o'er  the    vale, 

4.  Old  Mas  -  sa   -  chusetts  wears          it        With-in     her      lord-ly       crown, 

5.  Wa- elm  -  sett   hid^s  its    lin-g'ring  voice  With-in      his       rocky        heart, 
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Where  strong  Ni  -  ag-a-ra's 
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That,       mid  the   for  -  ests  where  they  roam'd.  There  rings  no  him  -  ter's  shout ; 
Where     red  Mis-sou -ri     bring    -       eth        Rich     tri  -  bute from  the    west, 
But  their  mem'ry  liv  -  eth  on      your  hills,      Their  bap-tismon      your  shore, 
Con     -     nect-i  -  cut  hath  wreath'd      it    Where  her  qui  -  et      f  oli  -  age   waves, 
Mo      -     uad-nock,ou  his     fore-head   hoar,      Doth   seal  the    sa  -  cred  trust; 
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But  their  name     is     on       your  riv     -    ers,      Ye  may  not  wash  it        out. 
And       Rap  -    pa  -  han  -  nock  sweetly  sleeps  0  i  green  Virgi  -  nia's  breast. 
Your     ev     -     er  -  last  -ing     riv-ers  speak  Their  di- a  -  lect  of      yore. 
And      bold      Ken-tuck-y  breathes  it  hoarse  Thro' all  her  an -cient  caves. 
Your    moun  -  tains  build  their  mon-u-ments,  Tho'  ye  destroy  their  dust. 
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4  And  the  des'late  Hiawatha, 
Far  away  amid  the  forest, 
Heard  the  voice  of  Minnehaha 
Calling  to  him  in  the  darkness. 
Over  snow- fields  waste  and  pathless, 
Homeward  hurried  Hiawatha, 
Emptv-hand  'd,  heavy-hearted, 
Heard  Nokomis  moaning,  wailing  : 

5  "  Wahonowin  !  Wahonowin  ! 
Would  that  I  had  perished  for  yon, 
Would  that  I  were  dead  as  you  are ! 
Wahonowin  !  Wahanowin  !  " 

And  he  rushed  into  the  wigwam, 
Saw  Nokomis  rocking,  moaning, 
Saw  his  lovely  Minnehaha 
Lying  dead  and  cold  bafore  him. 

6  And  his  bursting  heart  within  him 
Uttered  such  a  cry  of  anguish, 
Tht  t  the  very  stars  in  heaven 
Shook  and  trembled  with  his  anguish. 
Then  he  sat  down,  still  and  speechless, 
On  tue  bed  of  Miunehaha, 


At  those  willing  feet  that  never 
More  would  lightly  run  to  meet  him. 

7  With  both  hands  his  face  he  covered, 
Seven  long  days  and  nights  he  sat  there 
As  if  in  a  swoon,  unconscious 

Of  the  daylight  or  the  darkness. 
Then  they  buried  Miunehaha, 
Underneath  the  moaning  hemlocks; 
Clothed  her  in  her  richest  garments, 
Covered  her  with  snow,  like  ermine. 

8  And  at  night  a  fire  was  lighted, 

On  her  grave  four  times  was  kindled, 
For  her  soul  upon  its  journey 
To  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed. 
From  his  sleepless  bed  uprising, 
Hiawatha  stood  and  watched  it. 
"Farewell!"  said  he,  "Minnehaha! 
Farewell,  O  my  Laughing  Water! 

(From  beginning  to  Fine.) 

9  All  my  heart  is  buried  with  you, 

All  my  thoughts  go  onward  with  you ! 
Soon  your  footsteps  I  shall  follow 
To  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed ! " 
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*This  spirited  coda  was,  evidently,  not  written  by  Mr.  Fields,  but  the  editors  are  not  able  to  say 
who  added  it. 
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Alice  Gary. 


Franz  Schubert. 
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Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 
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Unknown. 


~Pv N- 


1.  Sol  -  emn  -ly,  mourn-ful  -  ly, 

4.  No       voice  in 

5.  The     book    is 


Deal  -  ing 
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the  cham  -  hers,  No      sound  in        the     hall!     .     .     . 
complet  -  ed,      Aud  closed,  like    the     day;     And  the 
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Dark-  er        and  dark  -  er       The    black   shad-ows   fall; 


Cur  -    few  Bell  Is     be  -  gin-ning  to    toll.     2.  Cov-er    the    em-bers,Ancl 
Sleep  and  ob  -  liv  -  i  -    on     Reign  o  -  ver  all !     D.  c. 
hand  that  has  writ-ten  it       Lays   it    a  -  way.    6.  Dim  grow  its  fau-cies,For- 

Sleep  and  ob  -  liv  -  i  -    on     Reign  o  -  ver  all! 
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THE   BRIDGE. 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 
Andante  con  espressione. 

M.  Lindsay. 

L/             «                               | 

i            i                                       1 

x£   n    H\    *~                               \        \ 

S,                S                I                         N 

1                s»                                          1 

n?T\  ^7     17    '1 

1                  1                                    -       1 

J                            J                            ^               -       h.                       IL 

532       _9E       p          P>      L  m 

J               J               J                      J 

*                           *                                                          1^                      1                    J 

V                        V                    V                    V     *                        W 

1.  I                  stood     on     the    bridge    at 
2.  How            oft    -    en,              0,             hoAV 
B.  For  my       heart     was            hot          and 
4.  Yet  when-  ev    -     er      I        cross      the 

mid  -  night,              As      the 
oft  -    en,                    In      the 
rest  -  less,                And  my 
riv  •    er                    On     its 

\J                 ,\ 

_.                                                   t 

J&L-  ii    W  *"•"       "^* 

1 

_ 

f  T\  l7        J     y.|             »\ 

_,            , 

V-iy                T"                                                    XD 

-J 

90                                                                      \ 

1                                         .       ^ 

t        t 

L^  "1-^/1                                                      ' 

1                    -I                                                                       I 

J  *     I           •"        N** 

J                 - 

•"^      t%      L_     ,-|             *N 

a 

J                  - 

^     (7  *~n 

^                  •, 

-^                        —)- 

~~yr~  H  u        '  ' 

p        '             p         rv 

\              1         '•* 

! 

fHv  P        J 

•                                  '                  *S                         M 

1 

532                 *  • 

*             *                99 

clocks 
days 
life 
bridge 

were    strik    -    ing     the        hour,                              And      the 
that      had           gone                by,                                    I            had 
was      full          of                    care,                               And      the 
with     wood  -    en                    piers,                              Like     the 

\J       y 

I                                                     -i— 

J 

f\       K      J-i                           1 

fl\\  */      ]/                        J                                                                      _i 

~3       -                  2 

V  -17                  <^ 

f^ 

Sf.                             ^s? 

j 

* 

i 

^~X  •       L.                            I 

\ 

y'L            J 

<^\                      2 

J 

f^A 

i 

j 

!                          1 

J 

—^ 

---£-                     -& 

vT  U    u 

1                                              ^> 

rrvp  t> 

"  '  • 

_' 

^ 

W                           9                       ' 

(V 

fv 

JJJ 

^ 

J£ 

J 

^*       •  i-^ 

^^.^^ 

T    

IJ- 

9 

moon  rose 

stood  on       that 
bur  den 

o    -  dor     of 


o'er 


the 
at 

laid  up 

brine  from    the 


bridge 


=t 


cit    -    y, 
mid  -    night 
on 
o 

:=£ 


me 

cean 


^ 


Be" 

And 
Seemed 
Comes  the 


^ 


ii 


THE   BRIDGE. 


8T 


w* 

yf    K    i 

-:* 

—V— 

N» 

«B 

fist  2 

J          «    — 

«*. 

hind 

gazed  on 
great  -  er 
thought 


the  dark 

that  wave 

than  I 

of  oth 


church  tower, 
and        sky ! 
could     bear, 
er          years. 


And 

How 
But 
And   for 


w 

1 

Tf\\V     7'    '     " 

1                1                ' 

J 

Sz  —  ^  •    -e). 

^                I 

A  - 

J 

TT"            £"+                                       -^2 
1 

1 

J 

«                                    N-                                  # 

\f 

1 

—  !H>  —  «a—                      —  =a— 

1                 *^ 

-4-                       4- 

1 

Srfez 

-       -A- 

Is  

—  1  

—  1  

N- 

y^-^-^  J_ 

0— 

J        m 

w              • 

—  n  

-•  -«- 

—  0— 

v-L/                      —  i             —  l 

1 

like 

.     .      those  wa    - 

ters 

rush    - 

ing 

A 

- 

oft 

- 

en,       O, 

how 

oft     - 

en, 

I 

had 

now 

it 

has      fall     - 

en 

from 

me, 

It 

is 

ev 

er        and 

for      - 

ev 

er, 

As 

E-fr-3- 


--I- 


-*- 


— ] — - — 4 1 — 3— i 


--I- 


[::      -x J 


-N- 


mong 

wished 
bur  - 
long 


the  wood 

that  the  ebb 

ied  in 

as     the  riv 


en  piers, 

ing  tide 

the  sea; 

er  flows, 


A 

Would 
And 

As 


4 

=*- 

:j: 


THE   BRIDGE. 


~?      tz     j~  —         

3      •   2  •  m       i   '  ' 

. 

\(\"   v     if 

«      «     ,         •     •     ^ 

»-    -  *  —  i= 

o> 
flood  .     .        of    thoughts     came           o'er 
bear      me      a  -  way             on      its      bos 
on     -     ly        the  sor       -       row  of       oth 
long      as       the  heart           has             pas 

3ri  h  3                                ad                     h  i        i 

me      .     .       That 
om         O'er  the 
ers     Throws  its 
sions,              As 

=H        =^= 

f  (TV  I7   " 

\M7 
"IT 

| 

3    i      -n   :    3  t     ^ 

—  j^  —                                  —  tf  — 

h 

•                 i 

LIIZ2       ^ 

\»                                «                                   N» 

^   U   u        1 

•K                        ^                          €< 

a= 


± 


filled 
o 

shad 
long 


£=£ 


=1: 


my  eyes 

cean  wild 

ow  o 

as  life 


=F 


r 


~\ Pv— 

qs — -H — 1— &- 


with        tears. 

and 

ver 

has 


3 


~4r 


II 


:1=i 


* 

-4- 


izfc 


-=!-- 


Ferse  4. 


/IB  h                                                    J  '     «                               -               11 

•        »                               m          m                              mm 

\.\)                &  •                                                                 9                                                  '99                                      W 

J 

woes  ;                                        The         moon        and      its    bro      -      ken      r 

B   = 

Verse  4. 

"75  6  ^  —  *i  ^""1^"^  "i  —                         —  s  —                            —  ~  — 



ff]~\  U    \/                     i            1                                               M!                                       ^                                                      ^ 

S2                        «                     'j'i-                 2                                a 

v'-^-J-^J-       v       v       -J-       -• 

h 

f\  '    b                                            •                                      U                                        • 

-^   fa   k      «              ...,cs_   .            a                   ^               —  3                    **"                       -i  ?^— 

THE    BRIDGE. 


89 


/L  b  l-»                                          •* 

«  -    r 

CIS*:  P     «                1               ^ 

V 

,                                 • 

532            •                 * 

E 

flee    -    tion 

And     its       shad                ows  shall             ap 

L'                                      ~i  i  •••!•••  •HUB                             

j                            |          ;         I 

XT     (")    K        **!                                                          *" 

f?T\      ^ 

•                            r                                                                                          fl 

V-[y                                              iri 

* 

\                         ^                            1        -        ' 

V                  Tf 

-J-              -J-              V"      *     V              -«r       *     V 

r\-    k         1                                       1 

1 

J  •  ,  ?                           ^ 

^5 

-*"    h  k     <«'                  ^                 « 

«N 

—m                    *^                     *                     **" 

pear, 


As      the      syra    -    bol      of      love 


in 


-fe^rt        ^ 


VLbKh             i              ^*           P  •       m 

*  j  '                   ^       i 

f(T\lf  17     r                           «^           r          ff 

a      'a                 J 

ssp        '          i'                  ^       V, 

1                  •    ,     •  •               4       ^.                           II 

U                                                                r 
heav  -  en,                  And     its 

wav    -    'ring     im    -        age  here. 

U  ,  I/ 

,       _.«««                                         h          II 

/ki?   {>            —  j  •I"|"—I1      =1        i'"1™!""™1 

-^—  f=f*    -=1—1  —  rn~r~i~ 

V^  y    _,_  ._. 

j  j           ,        i       «   i     1  1 

^            5  j^:       j:  *d: 

-0-           -»•           ^             -•- 

:j:-*-:J:          §5*3       5  "*"^ 

plJ_W     1 

"    iJ                 J   II 

-?'i  ^                        ^                            •*» 

5*                            -^          \  a          -4-          m 

^!-  b  K    J          K       .  d          * 

a             *                  m              *                .               *               i 

90 


THE   HERITAGE. 


James  Russell  Lowell. 
Mueatoso. 


Arr.  from  the  German. 


1.  The       rich    man's  son    in    -      her  -  its      lands,  And    piles  of      brick  ami 

2.  What    doth  the      poor  man's    son    in-    herit?Wish-es        o'er- joyed  with 

3.  Both,     heirs  to        some  six         feet   of      sod,    Are      e    -    qual  in         the 


stone,  and  gold,  And  he  in  -  her  -  its 
hum  -  ble  things,  A  rank  ad  -  judg'd  by 
earth  at  last ;  Both,  chil-  dren  of  the 
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Sidney  Lanier. 
.Mleitretto. 


Old  College  Air. 
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Paul  Hamilton  Hayne. 


WILL    AND   1. 


Unknown. 


1.  We              roam   the  hills     to   -  geth-er, — Will  and  I,  Will  and  I, 

2.  Where  the  tink  -  ling  brook-let  pass  -  es, — Will  and  I,  Will  and  I, 
8.  A                 mid      cool  for  -   est  clos  -  es, — Will  and  I,  Will  and  I, 
4.  Ah!             thus     we    roam  to   -  geth-er, — Will  and  I,  Will  and  I, 
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Eugene  Field. 
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Giovanni  Paisiello. 
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THE   PROPOSAL. 


Bayard  Taylor. 

1  I'l'I'K. 


Arr.  from  Cbristoph  Willibald  Gluck. 
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Sidney  Lanier. 
Andante.       cres. 
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Joseph  Barnby. 
dim    ( Air:  Sweet  and  Low.) 
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1.  May,     the  maid  -  en,  Vio  -  let    la  -    den,  Out  of    the  vio  -  let  sea, 

2.  Day      the  state  -  ly,  Sunk -en     late  -  ly       In  -  to     the   vio  -  let  sea, 

3.  Night  the  ho    -    ly,  Sail  -  ing  slow- ly      O    -  ver  the  vio  -  let  sea, 
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Comes  and  hov  -  ers  O  -  ver  lov  -  ers, 
Back  -  ward  hov  -  ers  O  -  ver  lov  -  ers, 
Stars  un  -  cov  -  ers  0  -  ver  lov  -  ers, 


O     -      ver    thee  and       me  ; 
O    -      ver  me     and       thee  ; 
Stars     for  me      and       thee; 
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O   -    ver    thee,  Ma  -  rie,     and    me,     Out  of    the     vio  -  let     sea,     Ma  -  rie, 


O  -    ver    thee,  Ma  -  rie,     and  me,     Out  of    the     vio  -  let     sea,     Ma  -  rie, 
Stars  for    thee,  Ma  -  rie,     and  me,     O  -  ver  the     vio  -  let     sea,     Ma  -  rie, 
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Comes  and  hovers  0  -  ver  lovers, Hovers  o  -  ver  thee  and  me,  Ma  -  rie.  . 
Backward  hovers  0  -  ver  lovers,  Hovers  o  -  vertheeand  me,  Ma  -  rie.  . 
Stars  un- covers  O  -  ver  lovers, Stars  for  lovers,  thee  and  me,  Ma  -  rie.  . 
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IDLE. 


Alice  Gary. 

Allegretto, 

Friedrich  Ludwig  Seidel. 
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Red  aud       white  a    -      long  the  streams;  I  heard    the  blue    bird 

Saw  the        sum  -  mer's   yel  -low gleams      In  the  wal  -    nuts,  in        the 

Saw  the       gray  barn's  op -'ning  seams,      I  saw       the  bare  -  armed 
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SHE   CAME   AND   WENT. 


James  Russell  Lowell. 
Tenderly.  Andante. 


German  Air. 


1.  As  a  twig  trem-bles,  which  a     bird    Lights  on      to         sing, then 

2.  As  clasps  a      lake,  by  gusts  un- riven, The     blue    dome's  measure- 
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NEAR    IN    THE   FOREST. 
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1.  Near    in         the     f  or  -  est      I        know  a       glade, 
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1.  Watch    her    kind  -  ly, 

2.  Soothe    her    sweet -ly, 

3.  Wake      her    gent  -  ly, 
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Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 


John  Hullah. 
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THE   HUMBLE-BEE. 


Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
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German  Air 
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Let      me      chase  thy  wav  -  ing     lines,  Sing  -  ing  o  -  ver    shrubs  and  vines. 
The    green  si  -  lencedost    dis  -  place  With     thy  mel-low    breezy        bass. 
Clov-er,       catch-fiy,  ad  -    der's  tongue, Bri  -    er     ro  -  ses,   dwelt  a  -     mong. 
Thou  al   -    read-y      slum-b'rest  deep;     Woe    and  want  thou  canst  out- sleep. 


WOODNOTES. 
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THE   FOUNTAIN. 


James  Russell  Lowell. 
mf  


German  Air. 
(Air:  Buy  a  Broom.) 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 


German  Air. 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Tenderly. 


THE   LIGHT   THAT   IS   FELT. 

Albert  Gotlieb  Methfessel. 
N 


1.  A         ten  -  der    child    of      summers  three, 


Seeking  her    lit 


tie 


2.  We      old  -  er      chil  -  dren  grope  our  way  From  dark        be  -  hind       to 


3.  Reach  downward  to 
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bed        at      night, Paused  on          the    dark      stair     tim    -    id  -    ly,      "O 
dark     be  -  fore ;  And      on    -      ly      when     our       hands     we     lay,    Dear 
blind     as      we,     And      faith      is       small    and       hope       de  -  lays;  Take 
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moth  -  er!  take  my  hand"  said  she,  "And  then  the  dark  will 
Lord,  in  Thine,  the  night  is  day,  And  there  is  dark  -  ness 
Thou  the  hand  of  prayer  we  raise,  And  let  us  feel  the 
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all 


be  light,  And     then    the     dark    will   all 


be 


nev    -    er-  more,  And     there  is 
light       of  Thee,  And     let       us 


dark -ness  nev    -     er 
feel     the    light        of 


light." 

more. 
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John  Greenleaf  Whittier. 


GONE. 


Theodore  Stein. 
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And    glows  once  more  with  An  -  gel-steps     The  path  which  reaches      Heaven 
And    like     the  brook's  low  song, her  voice, — A  sound  which  could  not    die. 
To      give    to  heav'n  a       Shin-  ing  One,    Who  walked  an  An  -  gel     here. 
A        dim  -  ness  on      the    stars  of    night,  Like  eyes  that    look   thro'  tears. 
That  He    whose  love  ex  -  ceed-eth  ours    Hathta  -  ken     home  His     child. 
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DON'T    BE    SORROWFUL,    DARLING. 


Alice  Gary. 


J.  P.  Webster. 
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Bayard  Taylor. 


English  Air. 
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THE   POET. 


Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
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BABY'S   RING. 


Phoebe  Gary. 


English  Air. 
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1.  Moth  -  er's  quite   dis  -    tract    -    ed,       Sis  -    ter's  in  des  -  pair, 

2.  Sure  -  ly    nev  -  er        such  a       babe   Made  a         moth  -  er        glad; 

3.  When  she  comes  to       \vo  -  man-hood,  If        she     keeps     so        fair, 
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All      the  household     is         a  -    stir 
Nev  -  er    such  a          dain  -  ty      hand 
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And     lest  she    should  lose     it     then,      She'll  be    wise  and       deep, 
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Ba  -  by's  lost  the  ti  -  ny  ring 
She  should  have  a  fair  -  y's  ring 
She  will  give  to  somebod  -  y 


From    her    lit  -  tie      hand. 
For        such  ro  -   sy      tips. 
King      and  hand  to      keep. 


ALIKE   ARE   LIFE   AND   DEATH. 


Henry  Wads-worth  Longfellow. 

Andante. 


Christian  Heinrich  Binck. 
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1.  A      -  like    are  life      and    death,  When  life    in    death  sur  -  vives, 

2.  Were  a  star      quenched  on      high,  For  a-     ges  would  its     light, 

3.  So  when  a     great    man  dies,  For  years  be- yond  our    ken, 
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Still        trav  -  'ling    downward  from  the  sky, Shine  on      our  mor-  tal    sight. 
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THE   OLD   YEAR   AND   THE   NEW. 


John  Godfrey  Saxe. 


J.  M.  Sayles. 
(Air:  Beautiful  Star.) 


/I  "       1 

•      pv        ;  p 

*            '         IS 

—  p  —     —  p-  — 

i 

1        4 

(nyo       J 

0 

u.  J                  J 

J             J 

V 

1 

1        1 

V>L/_O_            I  C 

ft* 

J 

w^         ^™ 

1 

«J 
1.  Good  - 
2.  Good  - 
3.  Good  - 

v  — 

by, 
by, 
by, 

Old 
Old 
Old 

Year  !        I            can 
Year!        O            lit  -  tie 
Year  !        with      words 

but 
in    - 
of 

say, 
deed 
grace 

L/   /~» 

13 

^H        \  }                v 

s 

-1                      S 

N      *1          fs 

IV                   « 

fy 

fv         -t 

K 

fry  u       in 

p 

r           r 

1          j 

5S2  o        J 

J 

m                   a 

J 

J 

J             1 

O                     S 

mf 

+ 

£         Sr     5 

t     ^ 

*^ 

(~~\  •    f*             G 

|P 

t                 m 

|* 

2 

p 

•            J 

1  •    \) 

: 

IS 

H 

r       i 

•<  -  Q  -Ji 

I 

»                 ^ 

0 

P 

to 

I 

g 

N                   fV 

P 

| 

0 

v  ';      j 

p 

f\            [V 

n          P 

i              J 

«j        * 

Sad  - 
Thy 
Leave 

9 

friend-ly 
us         with 

see 
voice 
him 

thee            pass  -  ing 
we  were    wont 
who            takes 

a   - 
to 
thy 

way; 
heed; 
place  ; 

And 

L/ 

] 

^pT               fX 

V 

r       i 

p* 

S                 -! 

N 

h       " 

s 

•?T\             I 

J          ' 

532        * 

1 

i 

J 

•         1 

O         -€_ 

• 

* 

4-          * 

C\  •          tf 

0 

P 

0 

P 

0 

0 

0         j 

T*       L 

r 

r 

r 

^r           m 

p 

P 

p 

P 

m 

• 

p 

f_ 

r- 

r          1 

p 

I/ 

I/ 

. 
v 

V 

P 

V 

P 

a         i 

p 

f  TV         «              J 

J 

*                             i 

r      i 

SB      *-        ' 

jtl 

y        ' 

t_/                     '^    -  — 

Pass  -ing 
Tell  -  ing 
say, 

a    - 
us, 
Old 

way    with 
warn-  ing 
Year, 

the       hopes              and      fears, 
us         ev                   'ry         day  ! 
un    -   to                    the        new, 

The 

7r  —   —  i\~~  —  *i  — 

V. 

\         ~i 

IV 

•Vrv               M 

i 

p 

_i          j          i          i 

i  • 

532      « 

J 

J 

d           m           m           J 

0       ( 

O         -S- 

wp 

cres. 

^ 

*     *     £    ~~»      * 

A 

l^V    •                        A 

^ 

• 

i 

-                                        00 

0       \ 

1  •                i                             •*• 

i 

~i      r      i        i 

L 

2          w               ' 

p 

p                    ' 

• 

•           -                              F 

—  P—  - 

r   ;  i 

P 

I/ 

y 

P      ~P                             U 

I/ 

THE   OLD    YEAR   AND    THE   NEW. 


131 


dim. 


•>r"         m  • 

(^  

V 

*.                                 i                  ^ 

'fr\ 

- 

1 

>        m 

srz        U 

^j 

!/         ' 

bliss 
Trail 
Kind 

n 

and 
sient 

^^  -•'                    •                     •        ^ 

pain,              the           smiles 
mor               tals  !         work 
care  -  ful  -  ly,            car  -  ry 

and 
and 
them 

tears, 
pray; 
through, 

That 
For 

V                      N. 

ZL                 P1 

•\              P*1 

N               • 

K 

P*        i 

X 

K           "I 

N. 

rK 

1 

saz       •( 

• 

J 

J 

• 

* 

J 

J 

i 

d.* 

1 

V       * 

* 

1 

fv  • 

B 

. 

J  *            h        * 

V                         *r 

k 

^        "1 

\ 

J          1 

J 

^_             P 

Zfe 



* 

—  i  

C           ! 

* 

SL          «  '             • 

•      is 

IV          '        k                  J 

ft\                          • 

ff 

m                           R 

\            i              * 

m 

come 
You, 
much, 

to 
like 
I 

us                      in                   all 
me                    are                 pass  -   ing 
ween,                they  have     yet 

the 
a    - 
to 

-0- 

years. 
way. 
do. 

.. 

/i      '  r      *i 

B 

IS                «"1                      S 

^>            M 

jV 

'    1 

J 

V-[y           fl 

m 

J                                        m 

1     * 

• 

M 

* 

t 

1                                       J 

-9-                             ~9~ 

i 

I 

^-^  * 

1 

J  *              ^              *1 

^ 

N           •"               h 

N,                  -1 

py 



Z                 r 

p 

1  1  

1  _ 

1  

» 

CHORUS. 
mp 


cres. 


Good-by, 


Old    Year,     .     .     . 


can 


but     say, 


^ 


^      IN 
*=pt=jt=p: 


-t=t: 


h 


E=^ 


Good-by,   Old    Year, 
dim. 


PP--=P=    =1=    - 

:^i=^=te=t=^ 
V-tr-f- 

I     can  but  say, 


5— fc ^-n 


Sad 


see 
dim. 


thee    pass    -    ing,    pass  -  ing      a  -    way. 


±fr  ^=F:±=£=  =M=  =T=F  =t« 

!.=S=iMEEi=EE        =^=E=  E§E=E=EfSfEH 
p"  P 


132 


TO   MOTHER   FAIRIE. 


Alice  Gary. 
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John  Greenleaf  Wnittier. 
Allegretto. 


Wolfgang  Amadeus  Mozart. 


mf 


XL  n  "       r                   J        B                    i          €                    P 

9  , 

•     4 

iftv               j        iznzl        a*        *^J 

n            i 

3    a 

HZ    o     «*     _-  *           s                      r                                 5         0 

J           J 

.    1 

tr-    -p-  ~T                       tr-                           p                      p- 

1.  I        mourn    no      more    my      van  -  ished  years  :  Be  -  neath    a         ten  -  d 
2.  The  airs         of      spring  may    nev  -  er        play     A  -  mong    the    ripen  -ii 
3.  All     as           God  wills,  who    wise-ly        heeds  To    give       or      to        v 
4.  That  care        and  tri    -    al        seem  at        last,  Thro'  mem  -  'ry's  sun  -  s< 

-•-    -*-     -*--•-     -•--•-                      r" 

er 

ig 
Titb- 
it 

»  —  I 

0           « 

*            f 

T'I  '»     ii                      i            Pi            r         i          P 

'=1 

•S  b  Q     \j         \              j         \             \j         \             \j         \           \j 

F              F 

• 

v  O     v         \             /         \            V         \            V         \          V 

0           1                                                     Is           1               • 

^       \r    ^       \ 

\       ^ 

/ 

! 

/\     ft                                            N*                    IS                                                                              * 

!            1 

i  n 

C(T)      "    4  "                     J                           3                           r 

'            *          1 

I 

E  J 

^"                   5    ~f~                         k                               If 

rain,                  An       A      -      pril       rain         of       smiles    and      tears,      My 
corn,                 Nor    fresh  -   ness     of             the     flowers  of         May       Blow 
hold,                 And    know  -  eth        more        of       all           my       needs     Than 
air,                    Like    moun  -  tain    -  ran     -      ges      o      -      ver  -    past,      In 
t>          0             -*--*--»--*- 

C\.           <a  •                                                            •             to                  to 

•                 to              M 

^     J 

T..        W             s»P*               Pi                 r 

r  "    r 

-s  h    .   L             ^         j                            j 

L      t.  . 

•v  1 

m  f 

r 


cm. 


TL  fi                        • 

A       T 

>» 

—  2  c 

J      i 

rk-P      J           j         - 

4      J 

*     « 

u.  J 

•    *        i 

\j^t/                      2          S 

s 

0  .                         V 

jj-iFi 

5               to 

o 

r 

5^* 

heart       is         young     a 

gain.                The 

west  -  winds    blow,      and, 

through  the        au      -     tumn 

morn  ;              Yet 

shall    the 

blue    -    eyed 

all            my       prayers  have 

told  !                 E 

-    nough  that       bless  -    ings 

pur    -     pie       dis    -     tauce 

fair  ;  —             And    so         the 

shad  -    ows 

eres. 

_,  ^  n  . 

mf 

S» 

•*•          f 

-J    4 

d- 

• 

\                      1           1 

L 

s. 

[j         I 

-/    \->          9                  m               » 

F 

*      '  J 

F           -      F 

|_ 

V        ~                F             r 

/ 

r     t     r 

^~ 

b 

dim. 

1 

.         t 

1    -A 

| 

[/             1                   [V 

f 

•      J 

2 

5 

*    n« 

to  •          s»         [V.. 

BTjf                             0 

i         • 

-  to       L        J 

M^ 

EZZj— 

laz       ^           » 

m 

0                   * 

J                      • 

v 

1 

**              V 

sing    -      ing      low,          I 

hear        the 

glad     streams  run  ;           The 

gen      -      tian     look         Thro 

'  fring    -  ed 

lids       to 

heaven,      And 

un       -de    -  served      Have 

marked  my 

err    -  ing 

track;—    That 

fall            a    -    part,         And 

so            the        west  -  winds 

play;          And 

dim^^ 

-».      -m-    -p-      *.    ^       fl     ^^3-  -f-    -•-•        9 

£\—          —  •  —  — 

f  —  — 
™ 

....      .        | 

'   B        r 

b 

to  •         ^        , 

z 

rL 

r             t 

~    7 

fr 

V 

MY   PSALM. 

1S9 

ores. 

dim. 

i 
f]                                 h                \                  m 

m 

>                  , 

N 

[••••I 

\J  .                               ^               !                  i 

M 

•                     1                      A 

j— 

N" 

i         I  f 

^x  5                    '11 

m              m 

tzjE 

HF?- 

^  1 

f(\\  <s                   id           ~j              i 

9 

* 

v   y           0             **             '                • 

m            f____t            i  , 

s 

•     m 

*  •       11 

win  -  dows  of        jny 

g 

oul    I 

f 

throw   Wide 

o     -     pen 

to        the 

sun. 

the     pale    as    -    ter 

in        the    brook    Shall 

see       its 

im   -    age 

given. 

whereso  -  e'er      my 

feet    have  swerv'd,His 

chastening  turned  me 

back  ;  — 

all      the      win  -  dows  of       mj    heart    I 

o     -     pen    to         the 

day. 

ores. 

JL 

dim. 

•    r    •     • 

•           t 

'          1             1~ 

— 

9- 

•           m 

4»  • 

t\-         Z          m        liP             i 

•_ 

•  •      r? 

Hi.       *         P       Pto           « 

m 

i     ~  1 

V  h                     I, 

i        L          L 

• 

I 

i       i 

1         *        \           u 

f 

1                 1  • 

H    ~f 

1           I/ 

' 

^ 

NEARER    HOME. 

A  CHANT. 


Phoebe  Gary. 


/r  h  h,                                                         /d              « 

CIS"  I/                                 ^                                         i                  & 

^2                         J'             "J 

S3Z                                      s                              1      S 

%  • 

1.  One  sweetly                          sol        -      enm        thought      Comes 
2.  Nearer  my                               Fa    -          ther's      house,        Where  the 
3.  Nearer  the                              bound         of           life,             Where  we 
4.  But   lying                               darkly        be      -     tAveen,        Wind-ing 

^                                  si                p            o  .              •          • 

c\  •    u 

L           L 

T'I  *                                   ^                                      E 

P*  *               r           P 

V""U     u                                                                                                                          1                                  H^ 

l-Xc  _,1    . 

_^  g  i_            ,j 

rTvy  EH     _          «            *            P 

r              S            •            •            J 

^  *                    00                     O 

i 

to            me         o'er        and 
ma    -     ny          man  -  sions 
lay          our         bur    -    dens 
down                   through  the 

¥  "a       f-       f 

o'er;            I        am       nearer 
be  ;                                   Nearer 
down,                             Nearer 
night,           Is     the      silent, 

r?  •              mm 

home  to  - 
the  great  white 
leaving  the 
unknown 

<~^  •     L                                  a                  L 

i          i 

3zp2        t   •*•  —  r          r 

<?  '              P        P 

-^  n  W        '                                       • 

^  \)                    <              \              • 

L        L/ 

r 

i                      k            j> 

\j  i/                                   -  -  ^^ 

—i             n 

X  \)  k        ^  •                     •'          v* 

-^n                                                     i 

II 

A 

\-  jy                             _^-,'                                                -                          — 

&  '           " 

day                    Than      I 
throne, 
cross, 
stream,              That 

ever  have           been  be 
Nearer  the          crystal 
Nearer                 gaining  the 
leads  at               last  to  the 

fore, 
sea; 
crown  ! 
light. 

CV    h 

f?            n 

T'I  ™ 

1 

f?  ' 

2_E_C                                        L              L 

I             ft 

"        (^  •                     P            P 

H 

(                                 £s^  ^^ 

HO 


THE   RAINY   DAY. 


Henry  Wads  worth  Longfellow. 
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PLEASURE-PAIN. 


William  Dean  Howells. 
Moderate. 
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blossoms  a  -  way;  And   scat-tered  them       through   the    gar    -    cleu, 
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Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 
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THE   FATHERLAND. 


James  Russell  Lowell. 
Andante  con  moto. 


C.  G.  Bellmann. 


1.  Where    is      the       true         man's      fa    -      ther-lancl?     Is        it 

2.  Wher  -  e'er         a  hu     -      man         heart     cloth  wear     Joy's 

3.  Wher  -  e'er         a  sin    -      gle  slave*    doth  pine,      Where 
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WHAT   THE   CHIMNEY   SANG. 


Francis  Bret  Harte. 


Edwin  G.  Hopkins. 
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LORD   OF   ALL   BEING. 


Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
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Francis  Linley. 
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SUMMER  STUDIES. 


Harriet  Beecher  Stowe. 
Moderate. 
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William  H.  HutcWnson, 
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1.  Cease, cease  to       think,  but     be     con-tent     to   be;  Swing    safe  at        an  - 

2.  Call     not       such  hours  an       i-    die   waste  of  time, — Land  that   lies      f  al  - 
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wings, Strength  to  un  -    fold    the      fu  -  ture  tree  and  flower.  And  when  the 
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THE   REAPER   AND    THE   FLOWERS. 


Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow. 


L.  O.  Emerson. 
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3.  He  gazed  at  the  flowers  with  tearful  eyes,  He  kissed  their 

4.  "My  Lord  has  need  of  these  flow'rets  gay,"  The  Reaper 

5.  "They  shall  all  bloom  in  fields  of  light,  Transplanted 

6.  And  the  mother  gave,  in  tears  and  pain,  The  flowers  she 

7.  O,  not  in  cruelty,  not  in  wrath,  The  Reaper 


There  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death,  And,  with  his  sick  -  le  keen, 

'Shall  I  have  naught  that  is  fair?  "  saith  he ;" Have  naught  but  the  beard-ed  grain? 
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He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath,  And  the  flow'rs  that  grow 
Tho'  the  breath  of  these  flowers  is  sweet  to  me,  I  will  give      them  back 

It  was  for  the  Lord  of  Paradise  He  bound  them  in 

"Dear  tokens  of  the  earth  are  they,  Where  he        was   once 

And  saints,  upon  their  garments  white,  These  sa    -    cred  bios  • 

She  knew  she  should  find  them  all  again  In  the  fields   of      light 
'Twas  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth,  And 
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KRISS   KRINGLE. 


Thomas  Bailey  Aldrich 
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Wolfg-angr  Amadeus  Mozart. 
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LONG   TIME   AGO. 


George  Pope  Morris. 


Charles  Edward  Horn. 
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Arr.  from  E.  E.  Whittemore. 
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1.  Kind      words  can     nev  -  er 

2.  Sweet   tho'ts    can    nev  -  er 

3.  Child  -  hood     can     nev  -  er 


die,     nev-er  die,  Cher  -  ished     and    blest; 
die,     nev-er  die,  Tho'       like       the     flowers, 
die,     nev-er  die,  Wrecks  of         the     past 
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God  knows  how  deep  they  lie, 
Their  bright-est  hues  may  fly, 
Float  o'er  the  mem  -  o  -  ry, 


Stored    in      the  breast. 
In  win  -  try  hours : 

Bright     to      the  last, 
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God  knows  how  deep  they  lie, 
The  bright-est    hues  may  fly, 
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Like  childhood's  simple  rhymes, 
But  when  the      gentle  dew 
Ma  -  ny       a         hap-py  thing, 
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iiy      a     Mooming  spring,Float  o'er  life's  ceaseless  wing, 


They  bloom  a  -  gain. 
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1.  I       do     not  count  the  hours    I   spend  In     wan-d'ring  by       the    sea; 

2.  In    plains  that  room    for  shad-ows  make    Of    skirt-ing      hills    to    lie,     v 

3.  Seethou    bring  not     to    fields  or    stone    The  fan  -  cies     found  in    books; 
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The        for-est      is       my      loy-al     friend,  Like  God  it    us  -  eth      me. 
Bound  in      by  streams  which  give  and  take     Their  col  -  ors  from  the      sky ; 
Leave    au  -  thors'  eyes,  and  fetch  your  own,    To    brave  the  landscape's  looks ; 
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A  -  loft,  in  se-cret  Veins  of  air,  Blows  the  sweet  breath  of  song,  O 
Or  on  the  mountain-crest  sub-lime,  Or  down  the  o  -  pen  glade,  O 
Ob  -  liv  -  ion  here  thy  wis  -  dom  is,  Thy  thrift,  the  sleep  of  cares ;  For 
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Fly  to  our  ark  like  the  storm-beat-en  dove ! 
Breeze  of  the  prai  -  rie  and  breath  of  the  sea,— 
Bid  the  full  breath  of  the  or  -  ganre-ply, — 
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Crowned  with  thine  ol  -   ive  -   leaf  gar  -  land  of    love,- 
Sweet  -    er      the      in  -  cense  we    of    -    fer     to    thee, 
Swell       the    vast    song  till      it      mounts  to    the  sky! 
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1.  Tell      me  not      in      mournful    num-bers  Life 
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dream!  For   the    soul  is      dead  that  slum-bers.  And  things  are  not  what  they 
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